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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Me Congbeve^s edition ofDrydevCa Dramatic Works^ in 
sia^ vokimes 12mo, printed Jbr Tonson in 1786, has been 
' chiefly resorted to for the text of the plays vn the present edu 
tiony although the assistance of the older copies^ in quarto 
andJoKoy has been called in, where difficulties occurred, or 
improvements were obvious. The preliminary DissertOr- 
tionsy Dedications, and Prefaces, have been correctedfrom 
the excellent edition of Mr Malone. Congreve appears 
deeply to haveJeU the bequest, left him by his great prede- 
cessor, when, *^just abandoning the ungrate/id staged he 
made it his entreaty, thai his successor would be kind to 
his remains. Considerable pains have been bestowed by 
the present Editor in correcting the text. The notes are 
Kmited to the explanation of such passages, as ihejashion 
in language, in manners, or in literature^ has, in the. space 
of a century, rendered doubtful or obscure. 
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DEDICATION TO MR CONGREVE'S EDITION OF^ 
DRYDEN'S DRAMATIC WORKS. 



TO 

HIS GRACE 



THE 



DUKE OF NEWCASTLE,* 

lord chamberlain of his majesty's household, 

My Lord, 

It is the fortune of this edition of the Dramatic 
Works of the late Mr Dryden, to come into the 
world at a time, when your Grace has just given 
order for erecting, at your own expense, a noble 
monument to his memory. 
This is an act of generosity, which has some^ 



* Thomas Pelham, Duke of Newcastle. No satire ever can 
convey such bitter reproof as the high-strained eulogy of this de« 
dication« This great and wealthy man unblashingly received Con- 
greve's tribute of praise and gratitude^ for his munificence in di- 
recting a splendid monument to be raised over Dzvden's remains* 
But the incense of the dedicator was wasted on a block, more in- 
sensible than his Grace's workmen could have dug from the qua^« 
ry. Neither pride nor shame could induce the Duke to accom- 
plish what vanity had led him voluntarily to propose; and the de- 
dication^ instead of producing a tomb in honour of Dryden^ will 
remain itself an eternal monument of the patron's disgrace. 
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6 DEDICATION. 

thing in it so very uncommon, that the most un* 
concerned and indifferent persons must be moved 
with it. How much more must all such be affect- 
ed by it, who had any due regard for the personal 
merits of the deceased, or are capable of any taste 
and distinction for the remains and elegant kbours 
of one of the greatest men that our nation has pro- 
duced! 

That^ which distinguisheth actions of pure and 
elevated generosity, nam those of a mix^ and in- 
ferior nature, is nothing else but the absolutely dis- 
interested views of the agent. 

My Lord, this being granted, in how fair a light 
does your munificence stand ? A munificence to 
the memory, to the ashes, of a man whom you ne- 
ver saw — ^whom you never can see ; and wno, con- 
sequently, never could, by any personal obligation, 
induce you to do this deed of bounty ; nor can he 
ever make you any acknowledgment for it, when 
it shall be done. 

It is evident, your Grace can have acted thus 
from no other motive but your pure regard to me- 
rit ; from your entire love for learning ; and from 
that accurate taste and discernment, which, by your 
studies, you have so early attained to in the politer 
arts. 

And these are the qualities, my Lord, by which 
you are more distinguished, than by all those other 
uncommon advantages, with which you are attend- 
ed. Your great disposition, your great ability to be 
beneficent to manland, could by no means answer 
that end, if you were not possessed of a judgment 
to direct you in the right application and just dis- 
tribution of your good offices^ 

You are now in a station, by which you necessa- 
rily preside over the liberal arts, and all the practi- 
sers and professors of them. Poetry is more parti- 
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DEDICATION. 7 

cularly within your province ; and with very good 
reason may we hope to see it revive and flourish un- 
der your influence and protection. 

What hopes of reward may not the living de- 
server enta^tain, when even the dead are sought out 
for, and their very urns and ashes made partakers 
of your liberality ? 

As I have the honour to be known to you, my 
Lord, and to have been distinguished by you by 
many expressions and instances of your goodwill 
towards me, I take a singular pleasure to congratu- 
late you upon an action so entirely worthy of you. 
And as I had the happiness to be very conversant, 
and as intimately acquainted with Mr Dryden as 
the great disproportion in our years could allow me 
to be, 1 hope it will not be thought too assuming 
in me, if, in love to his memory, and in gratitude 
for the many friendly offices, and favourable in- 
structions, which, in my early youth, I received 
from him, I take upon me to make this public ac- 
knowledgment to your Grace, for so public a testi- 
mony, as you are pleased to give to the world, of 
that high esteem, in which you hold thfe performan- 
ces of that eminent man. 

I can, in some degree, justify myself for so doing, 
by a citation of a kind of right to it, bequeathed to 
me by him. And it is, indeed, upon that preten- 
sion, that I presume even to make a dedication of 
these works to you. 

In some very elegant, though very partial, verses, 
which he did me the honour to write to me, he re- 
commended it to me to be kind to his remains.^ 



' These are the affecting lines referred to : 

Already I am worn with cares and age, 
And just abandoning the ungrateful stage ; 
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8 DEDICATION. 

I was then, and have been ever since, most s^isibly 
touched with that expression ; and the more so, 
because I could not find in myself the means of sa- 
tisfying the passion which I felt in me, to do some- 
thing answerable to an injunction laid upon me in 
so pathetic and so amicable a manner. 

You, my Lord, have furnished me with ample 
means of acquitting myself, both of my duty and 
obii^tion to my departed firiend. What kinder of- 
fice lies in me to do to these, his most valuable and 
unperishable remains, than to commit them to the 
protection, and lodge them under the roof, of a pa- 
tron, whose hospitality has extended itself even to 
•his dust ? 

If I would permit myself to run on in the way 
which so fairly opens itself before me, I should Hie 

Jrour Grace with reiterated praises and acknow- 
edgments ; and I might possibly (notwithstanding 
my pretended right so to do) give some handle to 
such, who are inclinable to censure, to tax me of a& 
fectation and officiousness, in thanking you, more 
than comes to my share, for doiQg a ^ing, which 
is, in truth, of a public consideration, as it is doing 
an honour to yom* country. For so unquestiona- 



Unprofitably kept at heaven's ezpense, 
I live a rent-charge on his providence. 
But youy whom every muse and grace adorn. 
Whom I foresee to better fortune bom. 
Be kind to my remains ; and^ O ! defend, 
Against your jud^ent, your departed finend : 
Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue. 
But shade those laurels which descend to you ; 
And tske, for tribute, what these lines express : 
You merit more, nor could my love do less. 

Epistle to Mr Conoreve. 
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DEDICATION. 9 

bly it is, to do honour to hiitt, who was an honour 
to it. 

I have but one thing to say, either to obviate or 
to answer such an objection, if it shall be made to 
me, which is, that I loved Mr Dryden. 

I have not touched upon any other public ho- 
nour or bounty, done by you to your country. I 
have industriously declined entering upon a theme 
of so extensive a nature ; and of all your numerous 
and continual largesses to the public, I have only 
singled out this, as what most particularly affected 
me. I confess freely to your Grace, I very much 
admire all those other donations, but I much more 
love this ; and I cannot help it, if I am naturally 
more delighted with any thing that is amiable, than 
with any thing that is wonderful. 

Whoever shall censure me, I dare be confident, 
you, my Lord, will excuse me for any thing that I 
shall say with due regard to a gentleman, for whose 
person I had as just an affection as I have an admi-^ 
ration of his writings. And indeed Mr Dryden 
had personal qualities to challenge both love and 
esteem firom all who were truly acquainted with 
him. 

He was of a nature exceedingly humane and 
compassionate ; easily forgiving injuries, and capa- 
ble of a prompt and sincere reconciliation with them 
who had offended him. 

Such a temperament is the only solid foundation 
of all moral Virtues and sociable endowments. His 
friendship, where he professed it, went much be* 
yond his professions ; and I have been told of strong 
and generous instances of it by the persona^ them- 
selves who received them, though his hereditary in- 
come was little more than a bsure competency. 

As his reading had been very extensive, so was 
he very happy in a memory, tenacious of every 
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10 DEDICATION. 

thing that he had read. He was not more possess- 
ed of knowledge than he was communicative of it. 
But then his communication of it was by no means 
pedantic, or imposed upon the conversation ; but 
just such, and went so far, as, by the natural turns 
of the discourse in which he was engaged, it was 
necessarily promoted or required. He was extreme 
ready and gentle in his correction of the errors of 
any writer, who thought fit to consult him ; and 
full as ready and patient to admit of the reprehen- 
sion of others, in respect of his own oversight or 
mistakes. He was of very easy, I may say, of very 
pleasing access; but something slow, and, as it 
were, diffident, in his advances to others. He had 
something in his nature, that abhorred intrusion 
into any society whatsoever. Indeed, it is to be re- 
gretted, that he was rather blameable in the other 
extreme ; for, by that means, he was personally less 
known, and, consequently, his character might be- 
come liable both to misapprehensions and misre- 
presentations. 

To the best of my knowledge and observation, 
he was, of all the men that ever I knew, one of the 
most modest, and the most easily to be discounte- 
nanced in his approaches either to his superiors or 
his equals. 

I have given your Grace this slight sketch of his 
personal character, as well to vindicate his memo- 
ry, as to justify myself for the love which I bore to 
his person ; and I have the rather done it, because 
I hope it may be acceptable to you to know, that 
he was worthy of the distinction you have shewn 
him, as a man, as well as an author. 

As to his writings, I shall not take upon me to 
speak of them : For to say little of them, would not 
be to do them right ; and to say all that I ought to 
say, would be to be very voluminous. But 1 may 
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DEDICATION. 11 

venture to say, in general terms, that no man hath 
written in our language so much, and so various 
matter, and in so various manners so well. An- 
other thing I may say very peculiar to him, which 
is, that his parts did not decline with his years, but 
that he was an improving writer to his last, even 
to hesu: seventy years of age, improving even in fire 
and imagination, as well as in judgment ; wit- 
ness his Ode on St Cecilia's Day, and his Fables, 
his latest performances. 

He was equally excellent in verse and in prose. 
His prose had all the clearness imaginable, toge- 
ther with all the nobleness of expression ; all the 
graces and ornaments proper and peculiar to it, 
without deviating into the language or diction of 
poetry. I make this observation, only to distin- 
guish his style from that of many poetical writers, 
who, meaning to write harmoniously in prose, do, 
in truth, often write mere blank verse. 

I have heard him frequently own with pleasure, 
that if he had any talent for English prose, it was 
owing to his having often read uie writings of the 
great Archbishop Tillotson. 

His versification and his numbers he could learn 
of nobody ; for he first possessed those talents in 
perfection in our tongue. And they, who have best 
succeeded in them since his time, have been in- 
debted to his example; and the more they have 
been able to imitate him, the better have they sue- 
Ceedecl • 

As his style in prose is always specifically diflfer- 
ent from his style in poetry, so, on the other hand, 
in his poems, his diction is, wherever his subject re- 
quires it, so sublimely and so truly poetical, that its 
essence, like that of pure gold, cannot be destroy- 
ed. Take his verses and divest them of their 
rhymes, disjoint them in their numbers, transpose 
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12 DEDICATION* 

their expressions, make what arrangement and dis- 
position you please of his words, yet shall there 
eternally be poetry, and something which will be 
found incapable of being resolved into absolute 
prose; an incontestible characteristic of a truly po- 
etical genius. 

I will say but one word more in general of his 
writings, which is, that what he has done in any 
one species, or distinct kind, would have been suf- 
ficient to have acquired him a great name. If he 
had written nothing but his Prefaces, or nothing 
but his Songs or his Prologues, each of them would 
have entitled him to the preference and distinction 
of excelling in his kind. 

But I have forgot myself; for nothing can be 
more unnecessary than an attempt to say any thing 
to your Grace in commendation of the writings of 
this great poet ; since it is only to your knowl^ge^ 
taste, and approbation of them, that the monument, 
which you are now about to raise to him, is owing. 
I will, therefore, my Lord, detain you no longer by 
this epistle ; and only entreat you to believe, that 
it is addressed to your Grace firom no other motive 
than a sincere regard to the memonr of Mr Dry- 
den, and a very sensible pleasure wnich 1 take in 
applauding an action, by whidi you are so justly 
and so singularly entitled to a dedication of his la- 
bours, though many years after his death, and even 
though most of them were produced by him many 
years before you were born. I am, with the great- 
est respect. 

My Lord, 

Your Grace's most obedient. 

And most humble servant, 

William Congeeve. 
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THE WILD GALLANT. 



The Editor may be pardoned in bestowing remarks upon Dry- 
den's plays^ only m proportion to their intrinsic merit, and to the 
attention which each has excited^ either at its first appearance, or 
when the public attention has been since directed towards them. 
In either point of view, little need be said on the " Wild Gallant." 
It was Dryden's first theatrical production, and its reception by 
no means augured his future pre-eminence in literature ; nor was 
it more than tolerated, when afterwards revived under the sanc- 
tion of his increasing fame. It was brought upon the stage in 
February l662-3« according to the conjecture of Mr Malone, 
who observes^ that the following lines in the prologue. 

It should have been but one continued song ; 
Or, at the least, a dance of three hours long ; 

must refer to D'Avenanfs operat called the '^ Siege of Rhodes/, 
acted in 1662 ; and that the expression, '^ in plays, he finds, you 
love mistakeSf' alludes to the blunders of Teague, an Irish toot- 
man, in Sir Robert Howard's play of the " Committee." The 
*' Wild Gallant" was revived and published in 1669, with a new 
prologue and epilogue, and some other alterations, not of a na- 
ture, judging from the prologue, to improve the morality of the 
piece. That the play had but indifferent success in the action, 
the {>oet himself has informed us, with the qualifying addition, 
that it more than once was the divertisement of Charles II., by 
his own command. This honourable distinction it probably ac- 
quired by the influence of the Countess of Castlemame, then the 
royal favourite, to whom Dryden addresses some verses on her 
encouraging this play.— See Vol. XI. p. 18.— -The plot is bor« 
rowed avowedly from the Spanish, and partakes of tne unnatu- 
ral incongruity common to the dramatic pieces of that nation, 
as also of the bustle and intrigue with whidi they are usually 
embroiled. Few modem audiences would endure the absiurd 
grossness of the deceit practised on Lord Nonsuch in the fourth 
act; nor is the plot of Lady Constance, to ^ain her lover, by 
marrying him in the disguise of a heathen divinity, more gro- 
tesque than unnatural. Yet, in the under characters, some hve- 
liness of dialogue is maintained ; and the reader may be amused 
with particular scenes, though, as a whole, the early fate of the 
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16 THE WILD GALLANT. 

play was lustly merited. These passages^ in which the plot 
stands still, while the spectators are entertained with flippant 
dialogue and repartee, are ridiculed in the scene betwixt Pnnce 
Prett3rman and Tom Thimble, in the " Rehearsal ;" the facetious 
Mr Bibber being the original of the latter personage. The cha- 
racter of Trice, at least his whimsical humour of drinking, play- 
ing at dice by himself, and quarrelling as if engaged with a suc- 
cessful gamester, is imitated from the character of Carlo, in Jon- 
son's " Every Man out of his Humour," who drinks with a sup- 
posed dompaniouy quarrels about the pledge, and tosses about 
the cups and flasks m the imaginary brawl. We have heard si- 
milar Colics related of a bon-vivant of the last generation, inven- 
tor of a game called solitaire, who used to complain of the hard- 
ship of drinking by himself, because the toast came too often about. 
The whole piece seems to have been intended as a sacrifice to 
popular taste ; and, perhaps, our poet only met a deserved fate, 
when he stooped to sooth the depraved appetite, which his ta- 
lents enabled him to have corrected and purified. Something 
like this feeling may be inferred from the last lines of the second 
epilogue : 

Would you but change* for serious plot and verse» 
This motley garniture of fool and farce ; 
Nor scorn a mode, because 'tis taught at home, 
Which does» like vests,* our ^vity become, 
Our poet yields you should this play reAise ; 
As tndesmen, by the chang^ of nsnions, lose. 
With some content, their fripperies of France, 
In hope it may their staple trade advance. 

In the prologue, the author indulges himself in a display of 
the terms of tetrology, of which vain science he was a believer 
and a. student. 



* This seems to allude to the Polish dress, which, upon his restoration, 
Charles wished to introduce into Britain. It was not altered for the French, till 
his intimacy with that court was cemented by pecuniary dependence. 
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PREFACE. 



It would be a great impudence in me to say much 
of a comedy, which has had but indifferent success 
in the action. I made the town my judges, and the 
greater part condemned it : after which, I do not 
think it my concernment to defend it with the or- 
dinary zeal of a poet for his decried poem. Though 
Comeille is more resolute in his preface before his 
Pertharite,* which was condemned more universal- 
ly than this ; for he avows boldly, that, in spite of 
censure, his play was well and regularly written ; 
which is more than I dare say for mine. Yet it was 
received at court ; and was more than once the di- 
vertisement of his Majesty, by his own command ; 
but I have more modesty than to ascribe that to my 
merit, which was his particular act of grace. It was 
the first attempt I made in dramatic poetry ; and, 
I find since, a very bold one, to begin with comedy, 
which is the most difficult part of it. The plot was 
not originally my own ; but so altered by me, (whe- 



* ** Le succes de cette tragldie a 6t6 si malheureux, que i>our 
m'epbrgner le cha^n de m'en souvenir^ je n'en dirai presque rien. 
— •*- — J'ajoute ici malgre sa disgrace, que les sentimens en sont 
assez vifs et nobles^ les vers assez bien toumes^ et que la fa^on 
dont le sujet s'explique dans la premiere sc^ne ne manque pas 
d'ardfice*"—- £a?amen de Perikariie. e. 

VOL. II. B 
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ther for the better or worse I know not) that who- 
ever the author was, he could not have challenged 
a scene of it. I doubt not but you will see in it 
the uncorrectness of a young writer ; which is yet 
but a small excuse for him, who is so little amended 
since. The best apology I can make for it, and th^ 
truest, is only this, that you have, since that time, 
received with applause, as bad, and as uncorrect 
plays from other men. 
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PROLOGUE, 

WliKN IT WAS ?I»^T ACTED. 



Is it not strange to hear a poet say^ 

He comes to ask you^ how you like the play ? 

You have not seen it yet : alas ! 'tis true ; 

But now your love and hatred judge^ not you : 

And cruel factions (bribed by interest) come^ 

Not to weish merit, but to give their doom. 

Our poet, therefore, jealous of th' event. 

And (though much boldness takes) not confident. 

Has* sent me, whither you, fair ladies, too. 

Sometimes upon as small occasions, go ; 

And, fVom this scheme, drawn for the hour and day. 

Bid me enquire the fortune of his play. 

The curtain drawn discovers two Astrologers ; the prologue is 
presented to them. ^ 

1 Astrol. reads, A figure of the heavenly bodies in their seve- 
ral apartments, Feb. the 5th, half-an-hour after three afternoon, 
from whence you are to judge the success of a new play, called 
the Wild Gallant. 

2 Astrol. Who must judffe of it, we, or these gentlemen ? We'll 
not meddle with it, so tell your poet. Here are, in this house, 
the ablest mathematicians in Europe for his purpose. 

They will resolve the question, ere they part. 

1 Ast. Yet let us judge it by the rules of art. 

First Jupiter, the ascendant's lord disgraced. 

In the twelfth house, and near grim Saturn placed. 

Denote short life unto the play : 

2 Ast. Jove yet, 

In his apartment Sagittary, set 

Under his own roof, cannot take much wrong. 

1 Ast. Why then the life's not very short, nor long ; 

2 Ast. The luck not very good, nor very ill ; 
Prolo. That is to say, 'tis as 'tis taken still. 
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20 PROLOGUE. 

1 Ast* But, brother, Ptolemy the learned says, 

'Tis the fifth house from whence we judge of plays. 
Venus, the lady of that house, I find 
Is Peregrine ; your play is ill-designed ; 
It should have been but one continued song. 
Or, at the least, a dance of three hours long. 
Ast. But yet the greatest mischief does remain. 

The twelfth apartment bears the lords of Spain ; 
Whence I conclude, it is your author^s lot. 
To be endangered by a Spanish plot. 

Prdo. Our poet yet protection hopes from you. 

But bribes you not with any thing that's new ; 

Nature is old* which poets imitate. 

And, for wit, those, that boast their own estate. 

Forget Fletcher and Ben before them went, 

Theur elder brothers, and that vastly spent ; 

So much, 'twill hardly be repaired again. 

Not, diough supplied with all the wealth of Spain* 

This play is English, and the growth your own ; 

As such^ it yields to English ^ys alone. 

He could have wish'd it better for your sakes. 

But that, in plays, he finds ^ou love mistakes : 

Besides, he thought it was in vain to mend, 

What you are bound in honour to defend ; 

That English wit, howe'er despised by some. 

Like English valour, still may overcome. 
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PROLOGUE, 



WHEN BEVIVED. 



As some raw squire^ by tender mother bred, 

'Till one-and-twenty keeps his maiden-head ; 

(Pleased with some sport, which he alone does find. 

And thinks a secret to all humankind ;) 

Till mightily in love, yet half afraid. 

He first attempts the gentle dairy maid : 

Succeeding there, and, led by the renown 

Of Whetson's park, he comes at length to town ; 

Where entered, by some school-feUow or friend. 

He grows to break glass windows in the end : 

His valour too, whiai with the watch began. 

Proceeds to duel, and he kills his man ;— 

By such d^^ees, while knowledge he did want. 

Our unfledged author writ a Wild Gallant. 

He thought him monstrous lewd, (I lay my life) 

Because suspected with his landlord's wife ; 

But, since his knowledge of the town began. 

He thinks him now a verv civil man ; 

And much ashamed of what he was befiwe. 

Has fairly play'd him at three wenches more. 

'Tis some amends his frailties to confess ; 

Pray pardon him his want of wickedness : 

He's towardly, and will come on apace ; 

His frank confession shows he hAs some grace. 

You baulk'd him when he was a young beginner. 

And almost spoil'd a very hopeful sinner ; 

But if once more you slight his weak endeavour. 

For ai%ht I know, he may turn tail forever. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON.E. 

Lord Nonsuch, an old rich humorous lord. 
Justice Trice, his neighbomr. 
Mr LovEBY, the WiM GaUant. 
Sir Timorous, a bashful knight 

BuRR^^'l ^^^^^^■^^/'Sir Timorous. 

Bibber, a tailor. 
Setstone, ajetveller. 

Lady Constance, Lord NoNsucfl's daughter. 
Madam Isabella, her cousin. 
Mrs Bibber, the tailor's wife. 

o 

Sefjeants, Boy to Loveby, Servants^ a Sawd and 
Whores, Watch and Constable, 

SCENE— ionrfoM. 
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THE 



WILD GALLANT. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. — Failee entering to Bunn^ who is put* 
ting on his bt^^^wU. 

Fail. What ! not ready yet, man ? 

Burr. You do not consider my voyage from Hol- 
land last night. 

Fail. Pish, a mere ferry ; get up, get up : My 
cousin's maids will come and blanket thee anon. 
Art thou not ashamed to lie a-bed so long ? 

Burr. I may be more ashamed to rise ; and so 
youll say, dear heart, if you look upon my clothes : ^ 
the best is, my buff-coat will cover all. 

FaH. Egad, there goes more cunning than one 
would think to the putting thy clothes together, 
ThydoubletandbreechesareGuelphsandGhibellins 
to one another ; and the stitches of thy doublet are 
so far asunder, that it seems to hang together by 
the tee^h. No man could ever guess to what part 
of the body these fragments did belong, unless he 
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had been acquainted with 'em as long as thou hast 
been. If they once lose their hold, they can never 
get" together again, except by chance the rags hit 
the tallies of one another. He that gets into thy 
doublet, must not think to do it by storm ; no, he 
must win it inch by inch, as the Turk did Rhodes. 

Bvrr. You are very merry with my wardrobe ; 
but, till I am provided of a better, I am resolved to 
receive all visits in this truckle-bed. 

Fait. Then will I first scotch the wheels of it, 
that it may not run : Thou hast cattle enough in it 
to carry it downstairs, and break thy neck ; 'tis got 
a yard nearer the door already. 

Enter Boy. 

Bay. Sir, Mr Bibber your tailor's below, and de- 
sires to speak with you. 

Fail. He's an honest fellow, and a fashionable ; 
he shall jiet thee forth, I warrant thee. 

Burr. Ay ; but where's the money for this, dear 
heart? 

Fail. Well, but what think you of being put in- 
to a suit of clothes without money ? \^Aside. 

Burr. You speak of miracles. 

FaU. Do you not know Will Bibber's humour ? 

Burr. Pr'ythee, what have I to do with his hu- 
mour ? 

F€dl. Break but a jest, and he'll beg to trust thee 
' for a suit ; nay, he will contribute to his own de- 
struction, and give thee occasions to make one. He 
has been my sfftificer these three years ; and, all the 
while, I have lived upon his favourable apprehen- 
sion. — ^Boy, conduct him up. [^Exit Bay. 

Burr. But what am I the better for this ? I ne'er 
made jest in all my life. 

FaU. A bare clinch will serve the turn ; a car- 
wichet, a quarter-quibble, or a pun. 
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Burr. Wit from a Low Country soldier ! One, 

that has conversed with none but dull ^Dutchmen 

these ten years ! What an unreasonable rogue art 

, thou ? Why, I tell thee, 'tis as difficult to me, as to 

pay him ready money. 

FaiL Come, you shall be ruled for your own 
good ; rU throw the clothes over you to help me- 
ditation. And, upon the first opportunity, start 
you up, and surprise him with a jest. 

Burr. Well, I think this impossible to be done : 
but, howevCT, PU attempt. 

[Ues down, Faileb cavers him. 

Fail. Husht ! he's coming up. 

Enter Bibber. 

Bib. 'Morrow, Mr Fwler t What, I warrant you 
think I come a dunning now ? 

Fail. No, I vow to gad. Will ; I have a better 
opinion of thy wit, than to think thou would'st 
come to so little purpose. 

Bib. Pretty weQ that : No, no, my business is to 
drink my moming's-draught in sacK with you. 

Fail. Will not ale serve thy turn. Will ? 

Bib. I had too much of that last night ; I was a 
little disguised, as they say. 

Fail^. Why disguised ? Hadst thou put on a clean 
band, or washed uiy face lately ? Those are thy dis- 
guises. Bibber. 

Bib. Well, in short, I was drunk; damnably 
dmnk with ale ; great hogan-mogan bloodv ale : I 
was porterly drunk, and tnat I hate of all things in 
nature. 

Bvrr, rising.'l And of all things in nature I love 
it best. 

Bib. Art thou there, i'fiuth ? and why, old boy ? 

Burr. Because, when I am porterly drunk, I can 
carry myself. 

Bib. Ha, ha, boy. 
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Fail. This porter brings sad news to you. Will ; 
you must tnist him for a suit of dothes, as bad as 
^tis : Come, he's an honest fellow, and loves tibe 
king. 

Bib. Why, it shall be my suit to him, that I 
may trust him. 

Burr. I grant your suit, sir. 

JFail. Burr, make haste and dress you ; Sir Ti- 
morous dines here to^ay : you know him ? 

Burr. Aye, aye, a good honest young fellow ; 
but no conjuror. He and I are very kind. 

Fail. Egad, we two have a constant revenue out 
of him : He would now be admitted suitor to my 
Lady Constance Nonsuch, my Lord Nonsuch's 
daughter ; our neighbour here in Fleet-street. 

Burr. Is the match in any forwardness ? 

Fail. He never saw her before yesterday, and 
will not be brought to speak to her this month yet. 

Burr. That's strange. 

Fail. Such a bashful knight did I never see ; but 
we must move for him. 

Bib. They say, here's a great dinner to be made 
to-day here, at your cousin Trice's, on purpose for 
the interview. 

Burr. What, he keeps up his old humour still ? 

Fail. Yes, certain ; he admires eating and drink- 
ing well, as much as ever, and measures every man's 
wit by the. goodness of his palate. 

Burr. Who dines here besides ? 

Fail. Jack Loveby. 

Bih. O, my guest. 

Burr. He has ever had the repute of a Iw'avse 
clear-spirited fellow. 

FaU. He's one of your Dear Hearts, a debaucbeei 

Burr. I love him the better for't : The best he- 
raldry of a gentleman is a clap, derived to him from 
three generations. What fortune has he ? 
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FmL Good fbrtutie at all games ; but tio estate : 
He had one ; but he has made a devil on't long 
ago. He's a bold fellow, I vow to gad : A person, 
that keeps company with his betters ; and com-^ 
monly has gold in's pockets. — Come, Bibber, I see 
thou longest to be at thy morning's watering: I'll 
try what a-edit I have with the butler. 

Bib. Come away, my noble Festus and new 
customer. 

FaU. Now will he drink, till his face be no big- 
ger than a three^pence. [Exeunt 

SCENE II. 

Enter Loveby and Boy ; followed by Feakc£S, 
Bibber's toife. 

Lav. Nay, the devil take thee, sweet landlady, 
hold tliy toxigue : Was't not enough thou hast 
scolded me from my lodging, which, as long as I 
rent it, is my castle ; but to follow me h^e to Mr 
Trice's, where I am invited ; and to discredit me 
before strangers, f<wr a lousy, paltry sum of money ? 

Fra?t^ I tell you truly, Mr Loveby, my husband 
and I cannot live by love, as they say ; we must 
have wherewithal, as they say ; and pay for what 
we take ; or some shidl smoke fi»r't. 

Iaw. Smoke ! why a piece of bung beef in Hol- 
land is not more smoked, than thou hast siiK>ked 
me already. Thou knowest I am now fasting ; let 
n^ have but fair play ; when I have lined my sides 
with a good dinner, I'll engage upon reputation to 
come home again, and thou sbalt scold at me all 
the afternoon^ 

Eran. I'll take the law on you. 

Lov. The law allows none to scold in their own 
causes : What dost thou tibink the lawyers take our 
mcmey for ? 
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Fran. \ hope you intend to deal by my husband 
like a gentleman, as they say ? 

Xot?. Then I should beat him most unmercifully, 
and not pay him neither. 

Fran. Come, you think to fobb me off with 
your jests, as you do my husband ; but it won't be : 

Cider he comes, and company with him. — Hus- 
d, husband ! why, William, I say ! 

Enter Bibbee, Buer, and Failee, at the other end. 

Lw. Speak softly, and I will satisfy thee. 

Fran. You shall not satisfy me, sir. Pay me for 
what you owe me, for chamber-rent and diet, and 
many a good thing besides, that shall be nameless. 

LiOv. What a stygian woman's this, to talk thus ? 
Hold thy tongue till they be gone, or I'll cuckold 
thy husband. 

Fran. You cuckold him — ^would you durst cuck- 
old him ! I will not hold my tongue, sir. 

Bib. Yonder's my guest ; what say you, gentle- 
men ? Shall I call him to go down with us ? 

Lov. I must make a loose from her, there's no 
other way.— Save ye, Mr Failer; is your cousin 
Trice stirring yet ? Answer me quickly, sir, is your 
cousin Trice yet stirring ? 

Fail. I'll go and see, sir. — Sure the man has a 
mind to beat me; but I vow to gad I have no 
mind to be beaten by him.— Come away. Burr. 
Will, you follow us. 

J?i6. I'll be with you immediately. 

[Exeunt Buee and Failee. 

Lov. Who was that with Failer, Will ? 

Bih. A man at arms, that's come from Holland. 

Lov. A man out at arms thou mean'st. Will. 

Bib. Good, i'faith ! 

Fran. Ay, ay ; you run questing up and down 
after your gambols, and your jests, William ; and 
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never mind the main chance, as they say. Pray get 
in your debts, and think upon your wife and chil* 
dren. 

Lov. Think upon the sack at Carey-house, with 
the apricot flavour, Will. Hang a wife ; what is 
she, but a lawful kind of manslayer ? Every little 
hug in bed is a degree of murdering thee : and for 
thy children, fear 'em not : thy part of 'em shall be 
taylors, and they shall trust ; and those, thy custom- 
ers get for thee, shall be gentlemen, and they shall 
be trusted by their brethren ; and so thy children 
shall live by one another. 

Bib. Did you mark that, Frances ? There was 
wit now : he called me cuckold to my face, and yet 
for my heart I cannot be angry with him. — I per- 
ceive you love Frances, sir ; and I love her the bet- 
ter for your sake ; speak truly, do you not like 
such a pretty brown kind of woman ? 

Lov. I do i'faith. Will ; your fair women have no 
substance in 'em, they shrink in the wetting<» 

Fran. Well, you may be undone if you will, 
husband : I hear there are two or three actions al- 
ready out against him : You may be the last, if you 
think good. 

Bib. 'Tis true she tells me ; I love your wit well, 
sir ; but I must cut my coat according to my cloth. 

Fran. Sir, we'll come by our own as we can, if 
you put us off from week to week thus. 

JLov. Nay, but good landlady— 

Fran. Will good landlady set on the pot, as they 
say ; or make the jack go ? then I'll hear you. 

Bib. Now she's too much on t'other hand.— 
Hold your prating, Frances ; or I'll put you out of 
your Pater Nosters, with a sorrow to you. 

Fran. I did but lay the law open to him, as they 
say, whereby to get our money in : But if you 
knew how he had used me, husband ! 
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Bib. Has he used you, Frances ? put so much 
more into his bill for lodging. 

Lov. Honest Will, and so he died ;* I thank thee, 
little Bibber, being sober, and, when I am drunk, I 
will kiss thee for't. 

Bib. Thank me, and pay me my money, sir ; 
though I could not forbear my jest, I do not intend 
to lose by you ; if you pay me not the sooner, I 
must provide you another lodging; say I give you 
warning. 

Lov. Against next quarter, landlord ? 

Bib. Of an hour, sir. 

Iaw. That's short warning. Will. 

Bib. By thii^ hand you shall up into the garret, 
where the little bed is ; I'll let my best room to a 
better pay-master : you know the garret, sir ? 

Franc. Aye, he knows it, by a good token, hus- 
band. 

Lov. I sweat to think of that garret, Will ; thou 
art not so unconscionable to put me there ? Why, 
'tis a kind of little ease,f to cramp thy rebellious 
prentices in : I have seen an usurer's iron chest 
M'ould hold two on't : A penny looking-glass can- 
not stand upright in the window, that and the 
brush fills it : the hat-case must be disposed under 
the bed, and the comb-case will hang down from 
the ceiliiig to the floor. If I ehance to dine in my 
chamber, I must stay till 1 am empty before I can 
get out : and if I chance to spill the chamber-pot, 
it will overflow it from top to bottom. 

Bib. Well, for the description of the garret, I'll 
bate you something of the bill. 

Lov. All, all, go^ Will ; or to stay thy fury till 
my rents come up, I will describe thy little face. 

* This expression seems proverbial. 

t A kind of dungeon, so called from its construction. 
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Bib. No, rather describe your own little money ; 
I am sure that's so little it is not visible, 

Jjon. You are in the right, I have not a cross at 
present, as I am a sinner ; an you will not believe 
me, I'll turn my pockets inside outward — Ha !— - 
What's the meaning of this ? my pockets heavy ! 
has my small officer put in counters to abuse me ? 

How now ! yellow boys, by this good light ? 

sirrah, varlet, how came I by this gold ? Ha ! 

Bay. What gold do you mean, sir ? the devil a 
piece you had this morning. In these last three 
weeks, I have almost forgot what my teeth were 
made for ; last night good Mrs Bibber here took 
pity on me, and crumm'd me a mess of gruel with 
the children, and I popt and popt my spoon three 
or four times, to my mouth, before I could find the 
way to't. 

Zaw. Tis strange, how I should come by so much 
money ! [-4 wfe.] — Has there been nobody about my 
chamber this morning, landlady ? 

Bay. O y^, sir ; I forgot to tell you that : This 
morning a strange fellow, as ever eyes beheld, would 
needs come up to you, when you were asleep ; but 
when he came down again, he said, he had not 
waked you, 

Lav. Sure this fellow, whoe'er he was, was sent 
by Fortune to mistake roe into so much money. 
Well, this is not the first time my necessities have 
been stranged supplied : some Cadua or other has 
a kindness for me, that's certain. [^MfiK?.]-^Well, 
Monsieur Bibber, firom henceforward I'll keep my 
wit for more refined spirits ; you shall be paid with 
dirt ; — there's money for you. 

Bib. Nay, good sir. 

Lov. What's your sum ? tell it out : will the mo- 
ney burn your fingers ? — Sirrah, boy, fetch my suit 
with thegold-lace at sleeves,from tribulation. [Givest 
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hmgold. Exit Bay.'] — Mr Taylor, I shall turn the 
better bill-man,* and knock that little coxcomb of 
yours, if you do not answer me what I owe you. 

Bib. Pray, sir, trouble not yourself; 'tis notliing ; 
i'feck now 'tis not, 

Lov. How nothing, sir ? 

Fran. An't please your worship, it was seventeen 
pounds and a noble yesterday at noon, your wor- 
ship knows : And then your worship came home ill 
last night, and complained of your worship's head ; 
and I sent for three dishes of tea for your good 
worship, and that was six pence more, and please 
your worship's honour. 

Lov. Well ; there's eighteen pieces, tell 'em, 

BUf. I say, Fnoices, do not take 'em. 

IjOV. What, is all your pleading of necessity come 
to this ? 

Bib. Now I see he will pay, he shall not pay. 
Frances, go home, and fetch him the whole bag of 
forty pounds ; I'll lend it him, and the lease of the 
house too ; he shall want for nothing. 

Lov. Take the money, or I'll leave your house. 

Bib. Nay, rather than displease his worship, take 
it [She takes it. 

Lov. So, sor; go home quietly and suckle my 
godson, Frances. [Exit Frances. 

Bib. If you are for the cellar, sir, you know the 
way. [Exit Bibber. 

Lov. No, my first visit shall be to my mistress, 
the Lady Constance Nonsuch. She's discreet, and 
how the devil she comes to love me, I know not ; 
yet I am pretty confident she loves me. Well, no 
woman can be wiser, than you-know-what will give 
her leave to be. 



* Alluding to the ancient weapon called the bill ; a never-fail- 
ing source of puns in old plays. 
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Enter Lady Constance, and Madam Isabella, 

Isa. Look, look ; is not that your servant^ Love- 
by? 

Ijofo. 'Tis she ; there's no being seen, till I am 
better habited. {Eodt Loveby. 

Const Ijet him go, and take no notice of him : 
Poor rogue ! he little thinks I know his poverty, 

Isa. And less, that you supply it by an unknown 
hand. 

Const. Aye, and falsified my father's key to do it. 

Isa. How can you answer this to your discretion ? 

Const. Who could see him want, she loves ? 

Enter Setstone. 

Isa. O here's Mr Setstone come, your jeweller, 
madam. 

Const. Welcome, Setstone. Hast thou perform- 
ed thy visit happily, and without discovery ? 

Set. As you would wish it, madam : I went up 
to his chamber without interruption; and there 
found him drowning his cares, and pacifying his 
hunger, with sleep ; which advantage I took, and, 
undiscovered by him, left the gold divided in his 
pockets. 

Const. Well, this money will fiimish him, I hope, 
that we may have his company again. 

Set Two hundred and fifty good pounds, ma- 
dam. Has your father missed it yet ? 

Const. No ; if he had, we should have all heard 
on't before now. But, pray Gtod, Monsieur Lovely 
has no other haunts to divert him, now he's ran- 
somed ! What a kind of woman is his landlady? . 

Set Well enough to serve a tailor ; or to kiss 
when he comes home drunk, or wants money; but 
far unlikely to create jealousy in your ladyship. 

VOL. II. c 
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JEnter Servant 

Serv. Madam, Justioe Trice desires your lady- 
ship's excuse, that he has not yet performed the d- 
vilities of his hour to you ; he is despatching a little 
business, about which he is earnestly employed. 

Const He's master of his own occasions. 

[Exit Servant 

Isa. We shall see him anon, with his face as red 
as if it had been boiled in pump-water : But, when 
comes this mirror of knighthood, that is to be pre- 
sented you for your servant? 

Const Oh, 'tis well thought on. Faith, thou 
know'st my afiPections are otherwise disposed. He's 
rich, afad thou want'st a fortune ; — atchieve him, if 
thou can'st ; 'tis but trying, and thou hast as much 
wit as any wench in England. 

Isa. On condition you'll take it for a courtesy to 
be rid of an ass, I care not if I marry him. The old 
fool, your father, would be so importunate to match 
you with a young fool, that, partly for quietness- 
sake, I am content to take him. 

Const To take him ! then you make sure on't. 

Isa. As sure, as if the sack-posset were already 
eaten. 

Const But, what means wilt thou use to get 
him? 

Isa. I'll bribe Failer ; he's the man. 

Const Why, this knight is his inheritance; he 
lires upon him : Dost thou think he'll ever admit 
thee to govern him? No, he fears thy wit too 
inueh. Besides, he has already received an hundred 
pounds, to make the match between Sir Timcnrous 
uid me. 

Isa. 'Tis all one for thiat ; I warrant you, he sells 
me the fee-simple of him. 

Set Your father, madam 
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I 

JBnter Nonsuch, 

Isa. The tempest is risen } I see it in his faoa 
He puffs and blows yonder, as If two of the winds 
w»e fighting upwards and downwards in his bdly, 

Set Will he hot find your false keys, ihadam ? 

Isa. I hope he will have more humanity than to 
sedi^h us. 

Const. You are come after us betimes, sir 

Nan. Oh, child ! I am undone: I am robbed,.! 
am robbed ; I have utterly lost all stomach to my 
dinner. 

Ccnst Robbed ! good my lord^ how, or of what ? 

Non. Two hundred and fifty pounds of fair gold, 
out of my study : An hundred of it 1 was to have 
paid a courtier this aft:ernoon for a bribe. 

S^t. I protest, my lord, I had as much ado to get 
that parcel of gold for your lordship 

N&n. You must get me as much more i^inst 
to-morrow ; for then my fHend at court is to pay 
his mercer. 

Im. Nay, i^ that be all, there^s no such haste ; 
the courtiers are not so forward to pay their debts. 

Canst. Has not the monkey been in the study? 
He may have carried it away, and dropt it under 
the garden-window : the grass is long enough to 
hide it. 

JS^on. I'll go see immediately. 

Enter Failer, Bure, Timorous. 

JP^ail. This is the gentleman, my lord. 
JViwf. He's welcome. 

JPail. And this is the particular of his estate. 
JVbw. That's welcome too. 
Fail. But, besides the land here mentioned^ he 
has wealth in specie. 

iViwi. A very fine young gentleman. • 
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J^m. Now, my lord, I hope there's no great need 
of wooing : I suppose my estate will spec^ for me ; 
yet, if you please to put in a word— 

Non. That will I mstantly. 

Tim. I hope I shall have your good word, too, 
madam, to your cousin for me. [2b Isabella. 

Isa. Any thing within my power. Sir Timorous. 

Non. Daughter, here's a person of quality, and 
one that loves and honours you exceedingly — — 

Tim. Nay, good my lord ! you discover all at first 
dash. 

Nan. Let me alone, sir ; have not I the dominion 
over my own daughter? — Constance, here's a knight 
in love with you, child. 

Canst. In love with me, my lord ! it is not pos- 
sible. 

Nan. Here he stands, that will make it good, 
child. 

Tim. Who, I, my lord? I hope her ladyship has 
a better opinion of me than so. 

Nan. What! are not you in love with my daugh- 
ter ? ril be sworn you told me so but even now : 
m eat words for no man. 

Tim. If your ladyship will believe all reports, 
that are raised on men of quality ^ 

Nan. He told it me with his own mouth, child : 
1*11 eat words for no man ; that's more than ever I 
told him yet. 

Fail. You told him so but just now. — ^Fie, Sir 
Timorous ! 

Nan. He shall have no daughter of mine, an he 
were a thousand knights ; he told me, he hoped I 
would speak f6r him : I'll eat no man's words ; that's 
more than ever I told him yet. 

Isa. You need not keep such a pudder about 
eating his words ; you see he has eaten *em already 
for you. 
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N(m. ril make him stand to his words, and he 
shall not marry my daughter neither : By this good 
day. I will. [^Exit Nonsuch. 

Const 'Tis an ill day to him ; he has lost two 
hundred and fifty pounds in't. [2b Isabella. 

Burr. He swears at the rate of two thousand 
pounds a-year, if the Rump act were still in being. 

Fail. He's in passion, man ; and, besides, he has 
been a great fanatic formerly, and now has got a 
habit of swearing, that he may be thought a cava- 
lier. 

Burr. What noise is that ? I think I hear your 
cousin Trice's voice. 

Fail. rU go see. [Exit Fail. 

Isa, Come, Sir Timorous, be not discouraged : 
Tis but an old man's frowardness ; he's always thus 
against rain. 

Enter Vavle^. 

Fail. O madam, follow me "quickly ; and if you 
do not see sport, melancholy be upon my head. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE III. 

The Scene changes^ awrfTjiiCE i> discovered play^ 
ing at tables hy himself^ with spectacles on, a bqt- 
tie, and parmezan hy him ; they return and' see 
him, undiscovered by him. 

Trice. Cinque and quatre : My cinque I play here, 
sir ; my quatre here, sir : Now for you, sir : But first 
I'll drink to you, sir; upon my faith I'll do you 
reason, sir: Mine was thus full, sir! Pray mind 

your play, sir : Size ace I have thrown : I'll play 

'em at length, sir. 

Will you, sir ? Then you have made a blot, 

sir ; rU try if I can enter : 1 have hit you, sir. 

I think you can cog a dye, sir. 
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-*— • I cog a dye, sir ? I play as fair as you, or 
any man. 

.p~^ You lie, sir. 

-^— How ! U?, sir ? J'll teach you what 'tia to 
giye a gentlepian th.Q lie, sir. 

f Thrown dlown the tables. 
[ J^y ^l l(mgi wd dmwer th^m^eive^ 

Im. Is this your serious businei^s ? 

TW<J^, O you rogue, we you there ? You are wel- 
(K>me, huswife ; and so are you, Constance^ Fa td 
de re tol derela. [Claps their haoks^ 

J$a. Pr*ythee be not so rude. Trice. 

Trke. Huswife Constance, I'll h^ve you into my 
larder, and shew you my provision : I have cockles, 
dainty fat cockles, that came in the night ; if they 
had seen the day, I would not have given a fart for 
'em. I would the king had 'em. 

Const. He has as good, I warrant you. 

Trice. Nay, that's a lie. I could sit and cry for 
him ^onqetinies ; he does not know what 'tis to eat 
a good meal in a whole year. His cooks are asses : 
X have a delicate dish of ruffs to dinner, sirrah. 

Const. To dinner ! 

Trice. To dinner ! w}iy by supper they had been 

East their prime. I'll teU thee the story of 'em : I 
ave a friend— — 

Enter Servant 

Serv. Sir, dinner's upon the table. 

Trice. Well, well; I have a friend, as I told 
you-— 

Serv. Jiinner stays, sir : 'tis dinner that stays : 
Sure he will hear now. 

Trice. J have a fHend, as I told you 

Isa. I believe he's your friend, you are so loth to 
part with him. 

Trke. Away, away , — I'll tell you the story be- 
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tween the cour8es.--Go you to the cook immedi- 
ately, sirrah ; and bring me word what wc have to 
supper before we go to dinner : I love to have the 
satisfaction of the day before me. \^Exeunt. 



ACT 11. SCENE !• 

Enter^as/rom Dinner, Trice, Timoeous,Failee, 
. BuEE, Constance, Isabella. 

Trice. Speak thy conscience; was it not well 
dressed, sirrah ? 

Tim. What think you of the Park, after our plen- 
teous entertainment, madam ? 

Isa, I defy the Park, and all its works. 

Cm^. Come, Mr TMce, we'll walk in your gar- 
den. [Exeunt all hut Failee <md Buee. 

Fml. O, one thing I had almost forgot to tell 
you ; one of us two tnust ever be near Sir Timo- 
rous. 

Burr. Why? 

Fail. To guard our interest in him from the ene- 
my. Madam Isabella ; who, I doubt, has designs 
upon him. I do not fear her wit, but her sex ; she 
carries a prevailing argument about her. 

Enter Bibbee, with a Bottle. 

Bib. By this hand, I have alight upon the best 
wine in your cousin's cellar ; drink but one glass to 
me, to shew I am welcome, and I am gone. 

Fail. Here then, honest Will ; *tis a cup of for- 
bearance to thee. 

Bih. Thank you, sir, 1*11 pledge you — now here's 
to you again. 

FcM. Come away ; what is't, Will ? 
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Bib. Tis what you chrietaied it, a cup of ftMr- 
bearance» sir- 

Fail. Why, I drank that to thee, WiU, that thou 
^houldst forb^r thy money. 

Bib. And I drink this to you, sir ; henceforward 
ril forbear working for you. 
Fail. Then say I : 

Take a Utile Bibber^ 
And throw him in the river ; 
And if he will trust never. 
Then there let him lie ever. 

Bib. Then say I : 

Take a little FaHer, 
And throw him to the jailor ; 
And there let Mm lie. 
Till he ha^ paid his tailor. 

. Bwrr. You are very smart uppn one another 
gentlemen. 

Fail This is nothing between us ; I use to tell 
him of his title. Fiery faaas; and his setting dog, 
that runs into ale-houses' before him, and comes 
questing out again, if any of the wits, his custom- 
ers, be within. 

Bib. I'faith 'tis true ; and I use to tell him of his 
two capon's tails about his hat, that are laid spread- 
eaglewise to make a feather ; I would go into the 
snow at any time, and in a quarter of an hour I 
would come in with a better feather upon my head. 
And so farewell, sir ; I have had the better on you 
hitherto, and for this time I am resolved to keep it. 

[^Exit Bibber. 

Fail, The rogue's too hard for me ; but the best 
on't is, I have my revenge upon his purse. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Came not Sir Timorous this way, gentle- 
men ? He left us in the garden, and said he would 
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look out my Lord Nonsuch^ to make his peace with 
him. 

FaU. Madam, I like not your enquiring after Sir 
Timorous : I suspect you have some design upon 
him : You would fain imdermine your cousin, and 
marry him yourself. 

Isa. Suppose I should design it, what are you 
the worse for my good fortune ? Shall I make a 
proposition to you ? I know you two carry a great 
stroke with him : Make the match between us, and 
propound to yourselves what advantages you can 
reasonably hope : You shall chouse him of horses, 
cloaths, and money, and I'll wink at it. 

Burr. And if he will not be choused, shall we 
beat him out on*t ? 

Isa. For that, as you can agree. 

FaU. Give us a handsel of the bargain ; let us 
enjoy you, and 'tis a match. 

Isa. Gramercy i*faith, boys ; I love a good offer, 
howe'er the world goes ; but you would not be so 
base to wrong him that way ? 

FaU. I vow to gad but I would, madam : In a 
horse, or a woman, I may lawfully cheat my own 
father. Besides, I know the knight's complexion ; 
he would be sure to follow other women ; and all 
that. 

Isa. Nay, if he fought with the sword, he should 
give me leave to fight with the scabbard. 

Burr. What say you, madam ? Is't a bargain ? 

Isa. 'Tis but a promise ; and I have learnt a court 
trick for performing any thing \Aside^ — ^Well, gen- 
tlemen,,when I am married I'll think upon you ; 
you'll grant there's a necessity I should cuckold 
him, if it were but to prove myself a wit. 

Fail. Nay, there's no doubt you'll cuckold him, 
and all that ; for look you, he's a person fit for no- 
thing else ; but I fear we shall not have the graf- 
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ftng of the horns. We must have livery and sasin 
before-hand of you, ^or I protest to gad we believe 
you not. 

Im. I have past my word ; is't not sufficient ? 
What ! do you think I would tell ^lie to save sudi 
a paltry thing as a night's lodging ?~-Hark yoo^ 
sir. [IbBuRE. 

Fail. Now will she attempt Burr ; egsA^ she hts 
found him out for the weaker vessel. 

Im. I have no kindness for that Failer ; we'll 
strike him out, and manage Sir Timorous ourselves. 

Burr. Indeed we won't. 

Isa. Failer's a rook ; and, besides, he's such a de« 
bauched fellow 

Burr. I am ten times worse. 

Isa. Leave it, and him that taught it you : Yoii 
have virtuous indOinations, and I would not have 
you ruin yourself. He, that serves many mistresses, 
surfeits on his diet, and grows dead to the whole 
sex : 'Tis the fdly in the world next Icmg ears and 
braying. 

Burr. Now I'm sure you have a mind to me ; 
when a woman once falls a preaching, the next 
thing is ever use and application. 

Im. Forbear your rudeness ! — 

Burr. Then I am sure you mean to jilt me : You 
decUne Failer, because he has wit ; and you think 
me such an ass, that you may pack me off so soon 
as you are married ; no, no, I'll not venture certain- 
ties for uncertainties. 

Isa. I can hold no longer ; — Mr Failer, whiCt do 
you think this fellow was saying of you ? 
FaU. Of me, madam ? 

Isa. That you were one of the arrantest cowards 
in Christendom, though you went for one of the 
Dear Hearts ; that your name had been upon more 
posts than playbills ; and that he had been acquaint- 
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ed iJiritii you these seven years, drunk and sober, 
and yet could never fasten a quarrel upon you. 

JBurr. Do you believe this, dear heart ? 

Im. If you deny it. Til take his sword, ond force 
you to confess it. 

F€iil* I vow to gad, this will not do, madam ; 
You shall not set us at variance so easily ; neither 
ahoU you have Sir Timorous. 

Iscu No ! then mark my words : I'll marry him 
in spite of you ; and, whjch is worse, you shall 
both work my ends, and 1*11 discaird you for your 
pains. 

Fail, You shall not touch a bit of him : Til pre- 
serve his humbles from you, egad ; they shall be his 
keeper's fees.* 

Burr. She shall cut an atom sooner than divide 
US. [Exeunt Bure emd Faileb. 

Enter Constance. 

Cm^. I have given 'em the slip in the garden^ 
to come and overhear thee. No fitt oversown vir^ 
gin of forty ever offered herself so dog-dieap, or was 
more despised ; methinks now this should mortify 
thee exceedingly, 

Is(h Not a whit the more for that. Cousin mine, 
our sex is not so easily put out of conceit with our 
own beauties. 

Const. Thou hast lost the opinion of thy hones* 
ty, and got nothing in recompence. Now that's 
such an oversight in a lady 

Isa. You are deceived ; they think me too vir- 
tuous for their purpose. But I have yet another 
way to try, and you shall help me. 



* The keeper of a royal forest had for his fees the skin, head, 
umbles (i. e, inwards), chine, and shoulders. — Holinshed's Chro» 
nick, vol. i. p. 104. 
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Enter Loyeby^ new habited. 

Const Mr Loveby, welcome, welcome : Where 
have you been this fortnight ? ^ 

Lao. Faith, madam, out of town, to see a little 
thing that's fallen to me upon the death of a grand- 
mother. 

Const. You thank death for the windfall, servant: 
But why are you not in mourning for her? 

Lot). Troth, madam, it came upon me so sudden- 
ly, I had not time : Twas a fortune utterly unex- 
pected by me. 

Isa. Why, was your grandmother so young, you 
could not look for her decease ? 

Lov. Not for that neither ; but I had many other 
kindred, whom she might have left it to ; only she 
heard I lived here in fashion^ and spent my money 
in the eye of the world. 

Const. You forge these things prettily; but I 
have heard you are as poor as a decimated cavalier, 
and had not one foot of land in all the world. 

Lo^. Rivals' tales, rivals' tales, madam. 

Const. Where lies your land, sir ? 

Lov. I'll tell you, madam, it has upon it a very 
fair manor bourse ; from one side you have in pros- 
pect an hanging garden. 

Isa. Who was hanged there ? not your grand- 
mother, I hope ? ' 

Lov. In the midst of it you have a fountain : 
You have seen that at Hampton-court ? It will 
serve to give you a slight image of it. Beyond the 
garden you look to a river through a perspective of 
fruit-trees ; and beyond the river you see a mead 
so flowery ! — —Well, I shall never be at quiet, till 
we two make hay there. 

Const. But where lies this paradise ? 

Lov. Pox on't ; 1 am thinking to sell it, it has 
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such a villjtihous unpleasant name, it would have 
sounded so harsh in a lady's ear. But for the foun* 
tain, madam — 

C(mst. The fountain's a poor excuse, it will not 
hold water ; come, the name, the name. 

JLai). Faith, it is come so lately into my hands, 
that I have forgot the name on't. 

Isa. That's much, now, that you should forget 
the name, and yet could make such an exact de- 
scription of the place. 

Lov. If you wouldneeds know, the name's Bawdy. 
— Sure this will give a stop to their curiosity. [^Aside, 

Jsa. At least you will tell us in what county it 
lies, that my cousin may send to enquire about it ? 
Come, this shall not serve your turn ; tell us any 
town that's near it. 

Lav. 'Twill be somewhat too far to send ; it lies 
in the very north of Scotland. 

Isa. In good time, a paradise in the Highlands ; 
is't not so, sir ? 

Cofist It seems you went post, servant ; in troth 
you are a rank rider, to go to the north of Scot- 
land, stay and take possession, and return again in 
ten days time. 

Isa. I never knew your grandmother was a 
Scotchwoman : Is she not a Tartar too ? Pray 

whistle for her, and let's see her dance ; come 

whist, grannee ! 

Const. Fie, fie, servant ; what, no invention in 
you ? all this while a-studying for a name of your 
manor ? come, come, where lies it ? tell me. 

Lov. No, faith, I am wiser than so ; I'll discover 
my seat to no man. So I shall have some damned 
lawyer keep a prying into my title, to defeat me 
of it. 

Canst. How then shall I be satisfied, there is 
such a thing in nature ? 
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Lm. Tdfl me what jewel you would wear, and 
you shall have it : Enquire into my money, th^e'i^ 
the trial. 

Ckmst. Since you are so flush, sir, you shall give 
me a locket of diamonds, of three hundred pounds. 

Isa. That was too severe ; you know he has but 
two hundred and fifty pounds to bestow. [To^her^ 

Lov. Well, you shall have it, madam. But I 
cannot higgle ; I know you*ll say it did not cost 
above two hundred pieces. 

Isa. Ill be hanged if he doeii not present you 
with a parcel of melted flints set in gold, or Nor- 
folk pebbles. 

Lov. Little gentlewoman, you are so keen — Ma- 
dam, this night I have appointed busin0ss, to-mor- 
row I'll wait upon you with it, [Exit Lovebv. 

Isa. By that time he has bought his locket, and 
paid his landlady, all his money will be gone. But 
do you mean to prosecute your plot to see liim tiiis 
evening ? 

Const. Yes, and that very privately ; if my fa- 
ther know it, I am undone. 

Enter Setstone.. 

Isa. I heard him say, this night he had appointed 
business 

Set. Why, that was it, madam ; accwding to 
your order, I put on a disguise, and found him in 
the Temple-walks. Having drawn him aside, I 
told him, if he expected happiness, he must meet 
me in a blind alley I named to him, on the back 
side of Mr Trice's house, just at the close of even- 
ing; there he should be satisfied from whom he 
had his supplies of money. 

Const. And how did he receive the summons ? 

Set. Like a bold Hector of Troy ; without the 

5 
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least doubt or scruple. But, the jest on't was, he 
wmild needs believe that I was the devil. 

Canst. Sure he was afraid to come then ? 

4$!^. Quite contrsuy ; he told me I need not, be 
so shy, to acknowledge myself to him ; he knew I 
was the devil ; but he had learnt so much civility, 
as not to press his friend to a farther discovery 
than he was pleased. I should see I had to do 
with a gentleman ; and any courtesy I should con- 
fer on him, he would not be unthankful ; for he 
hated ingratitude of all things. 

Const 'Twas well carried not to disabuse him : 
I laugh to think what sport I shall have anon, when 
I convince him of his hes, and let him know I was 
the devil, to whom he was beholden for his money. 
Go, Setstone ; and in the same disguise be ready 
for him. {_Ewit SetsTone. 

Isa. How dare you trust this fellow ? 

Const I must trust somebody. Gain has made 
him mine, and now fear will keep him faitibful. 

To them. Burr, Failer, Timorous, Trice, and 
Nonsuch. 

Fait Pray, my lord, take no pique at it : Tis 
not given to all men to be confident. Egad, you 
shall see Sir Timorous will redeem all upon the 
next occasion. 

Non. A raw miching boy. 

Isa. And what are you but an old boy of five 
and fifty ? I never knew any thing so humoursome 
— ^I warrant you. Sir Timorous, Til speak for you. 

iVb;/. Wouldst thou have me be -friends with 
him ? for thy sake he shall only ada five hundred 
a-year to her jointure, and 1*11 be satisfied. — Come 
you hither, sir. 

IHere Trice awrf Nonsuch andTiMonovs 
talk privately ; Burr with Failer apart, 
» Constance with Isabella. 
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Con^. You 11 not find your account in this trick 
to get Failer beaten ; 'tis too palpable and open. 

Isa. I warrant you 'twill pass upon Burr for a 
time : So my revenge and your interest will go on 
together. 

Fail. Burr, there's mischief a-brewing, I know 
it by their whispering, 1 vow to gad : Look to 
yourself, their design is on you ; for my part, I am 
a person that am above 'em. 

Tim. to Trice. But then you must speak for me, 
Mr Trice ; and you too, my lord. 

iViwi. If you deny't again. 111 beat you ; look 
to't, boy. 

Trice. Come on ; I'll make the bargam. 

Isa. You were ever good in a flesh-market. 

Trice. Come, you little harlotry ; what satisfac- 
tion can you give me for running away before the 
ruffs came in ? 

Canst. Why, I left you to 'emi that ever invite 
your own beljy to the greatest part of all your feasts. 

Trice. I have brought you a knight here, hus^ 
wife, with a plentiful fortune to furnish out a table ; 
and what would you more ? Would you be an an- 
gel in heaven ? 

Isa. Your mind's ever upon your belly. 

Trice. No: 'tis sometimes upon yours : But, what 
say'st thou to Sir Timorous, little Constance ? 

Const. Would you have me married to that King 
Midas's face ? 

Trice. Midas me no Midas ; he's a wit, he un- 
derstands eating and drinking well : Poeta coquus^ 
the heathen philosopher could tell you that* 

Const. Come on, sir : what's your will with me ? 

[Laughs^ 

Tim. Why, madam, I could only wish we were 
a little better acquainted, that we might noHaugh 
at one another so. 
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Const. If Cbe foA puts forward^ I am andoiie. 

2i«L Fool !<~do yoli know me» madam? 

Canat^ You may see I know you, because I call 
you by your name« 

FtuL You must endure these rebukes witii pa-> 
ttence, Sir Timorous. 

Qmst. What, fire you pkuiet-stfuck ?— ^Look 
you, my lord^ the gentlemaif s^ toiigue-ti^* 

Norn. This is past enduring. 

FaU. 'Tis nothings my lord ;— <50urage, Sir Ti- 
morous. 

Nim. I say 'tis past enduring ; tiiat's more than^ 
ever I told you yet : Do you come to make a fool 
of my daughter? 

Isa. Why lord 

Nan. Whyhdy—- ~ [EmtHo^mcH. 

Trice. Let's follow the old man, and pacify him. 

Im4 Now, cousin t > .> . ' 

[Exeunt Isa. Trice, Burnt. 

Const. Well, Mr Fsuler, I did not think you, of 
all the rest, would have endeayoured a thing so 
much against my indination, as this marriage: if 
you had been acquainted with my heart, I am sure 
you would not. 

FaU. What «an the meaning of this be ? You 
would not have me believe you love me ; and yet 
how odierwise to understand you, I vow to gad I 
cannot comprehend. 

Qnut. I &d not say I loved you ; but if I should 
take a ftncy to your person and humour, I hope it 
is no. crime to tell it you. Women are tied to hard 
unequal laws : The passion is the same in us, and 
yafc we are debarred the freedom to express it. You 
mdse poor Gieoian beggars of us ladies ; our de^ 
sires must have no language, but only be &stened 
toeilrbiwsite^^ 

FaU. Come, come ; egad, I know the wkcAe sex 

VOL. IL D 
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of y^ou : Your love's at best but a kind of Uind- 
man's-buff, catching at him that's next in your way. 

Cmst. Well, sir» I can take iM)thing ill from you ; 
when 'tis too late you'll see how unjust you have 
been to me. I have said too mudi already. — 

[I9 goings 

FaS. Nay stay, sweet madam ! I vow to gad, my 
fortune's better th^i I could imagme. 

Oma. No, pray let me g0!» sir; .perhaps I was in 
jest. 

Fail. Really, madam, I look upon you as a per- 
son of such Worth, and all that, that I vow to gad, 
I honour you of all persons in the wwld ; and 
tliough I am a person tiiat am inconsiderable in 
the world, and all tibat, madam, for a person of 
your worth and excellency I woul d 

Censt What would you, sir ? 

Fail. Sacrifice my lUe and fortunes, I vow to 
gad, madam. 

Enter Isabella, Buee, and Timoeous, at a 
distance from them. 

Isa. There's Failer ck)se in talk with my cou^ ; 
he's soliciting your suit, I warrant you. Sir Timo- 
rous : Do but observe witli what passion he icourts 
fbryou. 

Burr. I do not like ^t kneading of her hand 
though. 

Im. Come, you are such a jealous coxcomb : I 
warrant you suspect there's some amour betwe^i 
^em ; there can be nothing in't, it is so openr Pray 
^observe. 

Burr. But how come you so officious, madam ^ 
yon, that ere now had a desigp upon Sir Tkneiraua 
for yourself? 

ISO. I thouffht you had a better opinion of my 
wit, than to think I was in earnest. My cousin 
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may do what she {leases, but he dudl never pin 
himg^ upon me, aarare him. 

Ckmgl. to Fdik £Hr Tumorous little knows how 
dangerous a person he has empbyed in making 
love. [Ahud. 

Burr. How's this !-~Pray> my Lady Ccmstance, 
what's the meaning of that you say to Failer? 

Fail. What lui£ was this^ that he should over^ 
hear you ! Pax on't ! 

Ccngt. Mr Burr, I owe you not that satasfaedon ; 
what you have heard you may inta^ret as you 
please. 

Tim. The rascal has betrayed me. 

Im. In earnest, sir, I do not Hke it. 

Fcui. Dear Mr Burr, be pacified*».you area per^ 
son I have an honour for ; and this change of af* 
fidrs shall not be the worse tot you, egad, sir. 

Const. Bear up resolutely, Mr Failer ; and main« 
tain my favours^ as becomes my servairt. 

Burr. He. maintain 'em ! go, you Judas ; I'll * 
teach you what 'tis to play fast and loose with a 
man of war. {Sacks him. 

Tim. Lay it on, Rur. 

Isa. Spare him not. Burr. 

Const. Fear him not, sejffant. 

FaU. Oh, oh ! would n^ndy were on my side T 
Imel am praised, I vow togad, into alt the ccdours 
oftheraiDDow. 

Const. But remember 'tb for me. 

Burr. As you like this, proceed, sir; but, come 
not near me to-night, while I'm in wrath. 

[Easeunt BjTBJi and TiMonovB. 

Const. Conse, sir ; how fare you after your sore 
trid ? You bore it with a most heroic patienoe. 

Isa. ]ftraive man-at-arms, but weak to Balthazar !* 

f Alludiilg to the old play of Hitronymo. 
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\fV{i& I hope to gady madam, you'll consider the 
merit of my sujBerings. i woald not l^ive been 
bral^n thus, but to otey that person ia the ivodd — 

GxMt. ' Heaven rewsod you fbr't ; J never shall. 

Pail. How, madam ! 
' Isa. Art ^ou sudi an- ass» asnot to perceive tiu>u 
art abused? This beating I contrived for you : you 
know upon what account ; and have yet anoflier or 
two at your service. Yield up the knight m ^me, 
%is your best course. ; 

FaU. Then does not your ladyship lave me, ma- 
dam? 

Const. Yes, yes, I love to see you beaten. 

Isa. Well,' methinks now you have had a hard 
bargain on^t : You have lost your cuUy, Sir Timo- 
rous, and your £riend. Burr, and all to get a po(»r 
beating. IBut TU see it mended against next time 
for you. 

[Exeunt Constakcb and Isabella, laughk^^ 

PaiL I am so much amazed, I vow to gad, I do 
not understand my own condition. {Eak. 

SCENE n. 

JSnter Loveby solus, m the Sarh^^ff^ stpard ^mpn, 
groping ofiUjiis way. , : . 

Lw. This is the time and place he ppinted me; 
and 'tis certainly the devil I am to meet ;* &r ho 
mortal creature could have that kindnessfor m^ to 
rapply my necessities as he has done, nor could^Ikive 
done it in so strange a manner. He told: me he was 
a sdiolar^ and had been a> parson in the fanatics' 
times : a shrewd su^icibn it was the devil'; of at 
least a limb of him« If the devii can send clmrdi*^ 
men on his errands, Lord have mercy on the laity ! 
Well, let every man spec^ as hefinda, and give the 
devil his due ; I tiiink him ai^ery hcmest and well- 
natured fellow ; and if I hear any man speak ill of 
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him, except it be a paivoti; tbat gets bis living by it, 
I wear a swoid at his servioe. Yet for all this, I 
do not muc^ care to see him. He does not mean 
to hook me in for my soul^ dOte be ? If he doeiB, I 
shall 4esire to be excused. But what a rogue, am 
I, to aspect a person that has dealt so mucn like a 
gentleman by me ! He comes to bring me money, 
md woiild do it handsomely, that it might not be 
perceived. Let it be as twilC I'll seem to trust him^ 
and, then, if he have any thing of a g^tleman in 
i^, he willscofn tadeeeive me, as much as I would 
to cozen him,if I were the devil,andbe JackLovet^. 

JEfOeir Failer at the other end qfihe stage. 

Pail. What will become of me to-night ! I am 
just in the condition of an out-lying deer, that's 
beaten from bis wcdk for offering to rut. Enter I 
dare not, for Burr. 

Lov. I hear a voice, but nothing do I see.— Speak, 
what thdu art ! 

,FqU. There he is, watching for me. I must ven- 
ture to run by him ; and, when I am in, I hope my 
courin Trice will defend me. Hie devil would not 
lie abroad in such a night 

Lofv. I thougfaHt was the devil, before be nwned 
himself. 

\JPAihiKB.goeB to run qffl andjblls into LovebyV 
arms. 

Lav. Hcmest Satan, well encountered ! I am sor- 
ry, with all my heart, it is so dark. Faith, I should 
be very glad to see ihee at my lodging; pi^thee, 
lef s not be sudi strangers to one another wt the 
time to come. And wmtt hast thou got under thy 
(^>akthare,little Satan? I warrant thou hastbrougbt 
me some more money. 

FaU. Hdp, help ; thieves ! thieves ! 

[LovEBY kts him go. 
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,.'Lav. This iiFaflorffi voice. ^owthedeviliif^u9l 
mistaken ! I must get ofF, eire compimy comes in. 

Fail. TMevesI thieves ! 

-Bwfer Teice, Buer, awrf Timorous,, tmdressed. 

AU. Where! where! 
. Fail. One was here just now; ajid it should be 
I40veb3r by his voices but I have lio witoes^^ • 

Trice, It cantet be; he wants no mon^. 

BurTi Come, sircah; 111 take pity on y^u to>* 
night : You shall lie in the truckle-bed. 

Trice. Pox o' this noise ! it has disturbed me from 
sudh a dream of eating ! \EsieeufU. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

Enter Constance oju^ Isabella, 

Const 'Twas ill luck to have the meeting broke 
last night, just as Setstone was coming towards 
him. 

Isa. But, in part of recompenc^ you'll have the 
pleasiure of puttmg him on further straits. O, these 
little mischief are meat and drink to me. 

Canst. He shall tell me from whence he has his 
money : I am resolved now to try him to the ut- 
most. 

Isa. I would devise something for hiii^ to da» 
which he could not possibly perform. 

Canst. Asl live,.yondCT he comes, with the jewel 
in his hand he promised me. Pr'ythee, leave me 
alone with him. 

Jsa. Speed the plough I If I can make no sporty 
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I ni liincter none. Ill to my kni^t. Sir Timorous ; 

[ shortly you shall hear news from Dametas.* 

i {^Eait Isabella. 

J Enter Loveby. 

Lov. Look you, madam^ here's the jewel ; do me 
the favc^r to acc^t it, and suppose a very good 
compliment delivered with it 

Const. iBelieve me, a very fair jeweL But why 
will you be at this needless eharge? What acknow- 
ledgment do you expect ? You know I will not 
marry you* 

Lav. How the devil do I know that ? I do not 
conceive myself, under correction, so inconsidera- 
ble a person. 

Can^, You^ll alter your partial opinion, when I 
tell you, 'tis not a flash of wit fires me, nor is it a 
gay out-side that can seduce me to matrimony. 

Lov. I am neitiher fool, nor deformed, so much as 
to be despicable. What do I want ? 

Canst. A good estate, that makes every thing 
handsome : Nothing can look well without it. 

Lov. Does this jewel express poverty ? 

Const. I conjure you by your love to'me, tell me 
one truth not minted by your invention, how came 
you by this jewel? 

Lov. 'Tis well I have a voucher. Pray, ask your 
own jeweller, Setstone, ]£ I did not buy it of him. 

Const. How glad you are now, you can tell a 
truth so near a lie. But where had you the money, 
that purchased it? Come — without drcumstances 
and preambles——— 

Lav. Umph — ^Perhaps, that may be a secret. 

^ li ^ ^ ^ 

* A foolish character in Sir Philip Sidney's Arcadia, who seemf 
to have become proverbial. 
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ComiL Say, it be one; yet he, tkttkffred indeed^ 
could not keep it from bu mistress* 

Lm. Why should you be thus importunate ? 

CoMt. Because I cannot think you love me, if 
you will not trust that to my knowledge^ whidi 
you conceal from all the woild beside. 

Lot. You urge me deeply 

Canst. Come, sweet servant, yon shall teU me ; I 
am resolved to take no denial. Why do you sigfa ? 

Lav. If I be blasted, it must out. 

CoMt. Either tell me, or resolve to take your 
leave for ever. 

Lav. Then know, I have my meansj — I know 
not how. 

Canst This is a fine secret ! 

Lav. Why, then, if you will needs know, 'tis 
from the devil ; I have money from him, what^ and 
when I please. 

Canst. Have you sealed a covenant, and givoi 
'fiway your soul for money ? 

Lav. No such thing intended cm my part. • 

Canst. How then ? 

LiOv. I know not yet what conditions he^ll pro- 

Eose. I should have spoke with him last night, 
ut that a cross chance hindered it. 
Canst. Well, my opinion is, some great lady, that 
is in love with you, supplies you st ifi ; and you tell 
me an incredible tale of the devil, merely to sha- 
dow your infidelity. 
Lav. Devise some means to try me. 
Canst I take you at your word. You shall swear 
freely to bestow on me ^vhatever you shall gain 
this unknown way ; and, for a proot* because you 
tell me you can have money, what, and when you 
please, bring me a hundred pounds ere night. — ^If 
I do marry him for a wit, 1*11 see what he can do ; 
he shall have none from me. [^Aside. 

8 
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Lm. You cnmyoy m% nuKbiB ; y«ttfihaUbbR«k iX^ 
an 'twere twice as much. r 

Com! How's this? 

L&o. The devil a cross that.I ha?Te» w know 
where to get ; but I must pronuae weU, to aaye my 
credit. — Now, devil, if thou dost forsake me ! 

CoMt. I imstrast you ; and^ tfaerefiKe, if you £dl, 
r&have your hand to.show against you ; here's ink 
and paper. [Lovebv writer 

Enter BvRU andHiuonov^. 

JBwTji What makes Loveby yonder ? He^'a Wri- 
ting somewhat. i . 

Tim. I'll ^ see. Iho^ inwrkim. 

LmL Htt^e^you no more manners l^ban to over- 
look a man when he's a writing ?-«^-*^0h ! isf t y|(H}f 
SirTimoxoui;? )You may stand still; now J think 
on't, you cannot read written hand. 

Burr. You are very familiar with Sir TimcnKHWi 

Jbo9^ So am I with his companions» sir. . 

Burr. Then there's hopes you and I may be bet- 
tar aoqiiainted. I am one of his coai9iani(»i& \ 

Lov. By what title ? as you are an ass, sir ? 

CoMt. No more, Loveby. 

Lav. I need not, madam. Alas ! this feltow is 
only the solicitor of a iqpiarrel, till ite has brought 
it to an head ; and will leave the fitting part tp 
the courteous pledger. Do not I know these fel- 
lows? You riiallas soon persuade amastiff to &sten 
onalion, as one of those to engage with a courage 
above their own : They know well enough whom 
they can beat, and who can beat them. 

Ufifer Failer at a dUtance. 

Fail. Yonder they are : Now would I compound 
for a reasonaUe sum. that I were friends with Burr. 
If I am not, I shall lose Sir Timorous. 
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Omst O, servant, have I qpied you ? let me run 
into your arms. 

Fail. I renounce my Lady Constance : I vow to 
gad, I renounce her. 

Tim. To your task. Burr. 

Enter Nonsuch and Isabella. 

Canst. Hold, gentl^nen ! no sign of quaneL 

Non. O, Mends ! I think I AmL go mad with 
grief. I have lost more money. 

Lov. Would I had it ; that's all.the harm I wish 
myself. — ^Your servant, madam ; I go about the 
business. IEwUImtemy. 

Nan. What ! does he take no pity on me ? 

Canst. IVjrthee, moan him, Isabdla. 

Isa. Alas, alas, poor uncle ! could they find in 
their hearts to rob him !* 

Nan. Five hundred pounds, out of poor six thou- 
sand pounds a-year ! I, and mine, are undone for 
^ver. 

Fail. Your own house, you think, is dear, my 

Canst. I dare answer for all there, as much as for 
myself. 

Burr. Oh, that he would but think that Loveby 
had it! 

Fail. If you'll be friends with me, I'll try what 
I can persuade him to. 

Burr. Here's my hand, I will, dear heart 

Fail. Your own house being dear, my lord, I am 
apt to suspect this Loveby for such a person. Did 
you mark how abruptly he went out ? 

Nan. He did indeed, Mr Fidler. But why should 
I suspect him ? his carriage is fair, and his means 
great ; he could never live after this rate, if it were 
not. 

Fail. This still renders him the more suspidous. 
He has no land, to my knowledge. 
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JBu0i^. Well sfaid, mischief. [AMe. 

Canst. My Other's credulous, and this rogue has 
found the blind side of him ; would LoTeby heard 
him ! [2b Isabella. 

FaU. He has no means, and he loses at pky ; so 
that, for my part, I protest to gad, I am resolved 
he picks locks for his living. 

Stirr. Nay, to my knowledge, be picks locks. 

Thn. And to muie. 

Pail. No longer ago than last night he met me 
in Ae dark, and offered to dive into my pockets. 

iV^M. Tltatf s a main argument for suqitcbn. 

PaH. I ranraiber once^ wl^n the keys of the 
Exchequer were lost in ^e Rump-time^ he was 
sent for upcm an extremity, and, egad, he opens 
me all the locks with the blade-bone of a breast of 
mutton. 

Nan. Who, this Loveby ? 

FkiiL This vety Jjovehy. Another tim^ when 
we had sate up very late at ombre in the country, 
and were' hungry towards morning, he plucks me 
out (I vow to gad I tell you no lie) four ten-penny 
Bails from the dairy lock with his teeth, fetdies me 
out a mess of milk, and knocks me 'em in again 
with his head, upon reputation. 

Im. Thou boy ! 

Non. What shall I do in tliis case ? My comfort 
5s, my gold's all marked. 

Canst. Wm you suspect a gentleman of Loveby's 
worth, upon the bare report of sudi a rascal as this 
Failer? 

Non. Holdiliy tongue, I charge tiiee ; upcm.my 
Uessing hold thy tongife. I'll have him iqppre- 
hended hefote he sleeps ; come along with me, Mr 
Failer. 

FaU. Burr, look well to Sir Timorous ; Til be 
with you instantly. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



60 TKB WILD .OALY.ANT. A^ ff I; 

CMit I'll watch you, by your &vour. [Mide. 
^Maeuxt NdNSUCH o^Faileb, Cokwancb 



Im* a word. Sir Timorous. / 

Burr. [Get$ bMndi} She ^shaU.have a couite at 
the knightp and come up to hi(n ; but when she is 
just ready to pinch, he $liaU give such a loose from 
her, dibU biemc het heart 

Isa. Burr there still, and watdiing us ? TJbere^s 
certainly some plot in this, but 1% tum'it to^ny 
own advantage. IJ^mdi. 

Tim. Did you mark Burros retiremeat/msidinn ? 

Im. Ay^ his guilt, it seems, makes him shun 
your company. -? 

2Vf». In what caa he fae guilty ? .. 
' Isa. You mxtrt needs know it ;. he courts your 
mistress. 

Tim. Is he, too, in love with my Lady Constance ? 

Im. No, no ; but, which is worsen he courts me. 

SRmw. VVhy, what have I to do with you ? Ymi 
know I care not this for you. 

Isa. Perlmps so ; but be thought you did ; and 
good reasoafer it. 

Tim. What reason, madam ? 

Isa. The most convincing in the world. Hje 
knew my cousin Constance nevfer loved yoi>. He 
has heard her say, you wer^ as.invindbly ignoirant 
as a town-fop judging a new play ; as shame^&oed 
as tf great overgrown school4)oy ; in fine, gooi^ fcH* 
nothing but to be wormed out of your estete^ and 
sacrificed to the god of laughter. 

Tim. Was your cousin so barbarous to say this ? 

Isa. In his. hearing. 

Tim. And would ne let me proceed in my sute 
to her ? 

Isa. For that I must excuse him ; h^ never 
thought you could love one of my coumn*9 fctK 
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mour ; but took your court to her, only as a Uind 
toymirafifectioiiferme; ancU being posiessedwitlt 
that opinion, he thought himself as worthy as yoa 
to marry me. 

I%m. He is ikot half so worthy ; and so ril tell 
him, in a &ir way. 

Burr. ITo a Boy eniermg.'] Sirmh, boy, ddiver 
this note to Madam Isabdhi; bat be not known I 
am so near. . 

Bay. I warrant you, sir. 

Burr. Now, Fcnrtune, all I desire o£ thee is, that 
Sir Timorous may see it ; if he cmoe be brought to 
believe there is a kindness between her and me, it 
will ruin all her projects. 

Isa. [To the Boy. '\ From wfarai ? 

Boy. From. Mr !&irr, madam, 

Isa. [Reads.} Theoefir Madam loabeUa. 
Doait rogue, 
r Sir Timorouo hums nothing t^our kindneo*; nor 
shallforme. Seem otiU to have aesfgns upon kim ; if 
mU hide thy ifffbetion the better to thy servant. 

Burr. 

Isa. Alas, poor woodcock, dost thou go a-bird- 
ing ? Thou hast e'en set a springe to catch thy own 
neck.*^Look you here. Sir Timorous ; here's some- 
thing to c(mfirm what I have told you. 

[Gives him «p letter. 

Tim. D, e, a, r, dear; r, o, g, u, e, rcgue. Pray, 
madam, read it; this written band is such a damned 
pedantic thing, I could never away with it. 

Isa. He would fain have robbed you of me ; 
Lord, Loid ( to see the malice c^ a man. 

IHmi, She l|as persuaded me so damnably, tbAtl 
bemn to think she's my mistress indeed. 

ISO. Your mistress? why, I hope you are iiot to 
doubt that^ at this time of day. I wis* y^ftir mi$- 
*tre«s from the fint day you ever saw me. 
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7li». Nay, like enough yoa were sa ; but I vow 
to gad now, 1 was whoUy ignoiant of my owr a£» 
fection. 

IscL And this rogue pretends he has an interest 
in me, merely to defeat you : Look you, lock, you, 
where he stands in ambush, like a Jesuit bdiind a 
Quaker, to see how his design wiH take. 

Tim. I see the rogoe : Now eould I find in my 
heart to marry you in spite to him ; what tiiink 
you on% in a fair way ? 

Isa. I have brought him about ds I oould wish ; 

and now 111 make my own conditknM. [Aside.'] Su; 

Timorous, I wish you well; but he I many must 

/ promise me to live at London ; I cannot abide to 

\ be in the country, like a wild beast in the wilder- 

\ ness, with no Christian soul about me. 

• Tim. Why, Til bear you company, 

Isa. I cannot endure your early hunting-matches 
there ; to have my sleep disturbed by ln:eak of day, 
with heigh, Jowler, Jowler ! there Venus, ah Beau- 
ty ! And then a s^^ade of deep-mouthed ciu-s, ta 
answer the salutation of the huntsman, as if hell 
were broke loose about me : and all this to meet a 
pack of gentlemen sava^, to ride all day, like mad^ 
mra, for the immortal fame of being first in at the 
hare's death : to come upon the spur, afta? a trial 
at four in the afternoon, to destruction of cold meat 
and cheese, with your lewd company in boots ;fidl 
a-drinking till supper time, be carried to bed,, toss^ 
ed out of your oelhuv and be good for nothing ali 
the n^ht after. 

T^m. Well, madam, what is it you would be at ? 
]rou shaU find me reasonable to all ymip proposi- 
tions. 

Isa. I have but one condition more to add ; for I 
wiU be as reasonable as you ; and that i^ a very poor 
reque8t,*r-to have all the money m.my diqposbig.,^ 
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l^m. H0W9 all HxB money ? 

Isa. Ay, for I am sure I can huswifek better for 
your honour; notbut that Ishallbe willing to enoou- 
ra^ you with pocket-money, or so, sometimes. 

^m. This is somewlmt hard. 

Isa. Nay, if a woman cannot do that, I shull 
think you have an Hi opinion of my virtue : Not 
trust youi^ own flesh and blood, Sir Timorous ? 

2tw. Well, is there any thing more behind ? 

Isa. Nothing more, only the choice of my own 
company, my own hours, and my own actions : 
These trifles granted me^ in all things of mcmient, 
1 am your most obedient wife and servant, Isabella. 

J%m. Is't a match, then ? 

Isa. For once. I am content it shall ; but 'tis to 
redeem you from those rascals, Buir and Faileru- 
that way. Sir Timorous, for fSsBx of spies ; FU meet 

Jrou atme garden door. — [EititTiuo&ovs.'] I have 
ed an women the way, if they dare but follow me. 
And now march offl if^I can scape by spying. 
With my drums beaiing,and my cohurs flying. 

[Exii. 
Burr. So, their wooing's at an end \. thanks to 
my wit. 

Enter Failee. 

Faii. O Burr ! whither is it Sir Timorous and 
Madam Isabella are gone together ? 

Burr. Adore my wit, toy; they are parted, 
never to meet again. . 

FaU. I saw them meet just now at the garden* 
door : So ho, ho, ho, who's within there 1 Help heret 
quickly, quickly. 

Enter Nonsuch and two Servants. 

Nan. Whats the matter? 
FaU. Yotu: niece Isabella has stolen away Sir 
Timorous. 
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Non. Which way took thqr? 
FbU. Fcdlow me, I'll ihew 3rcm. 
Nim. Break your necks after faini) you idld var* 
lets. [Exewtit. 



SCKNE IL 

Enler Loveby. His collar unhtUtonedf hand dare- 
, lesshf OH, hat an the table, as new risen from , 
sleep. 

Lw. Boy ! how \ong have I slept, boy ? 

Enter Bay. 

Say. Two hours and a half, sir« 

Im>. What's a^doek, sirrah ? 

Bey. Near four, sir. 

1>M9. Why, there's iir I have promised my Lady 
Constance an hundred pounds ere night ; I had four 
hoursto perform itin, whenlengagedtodoit; andl 
have slept out more than two of tbraa. All my hope 
to get this money lies within the compass of that 
hat there. Before I lay down, I made bold a little 
to prick my finger, and write a note, in the blood 
of it, to this same friend of mine in t'other worlds 
that uses to supply me : the devil has now had 
above two hours to perform it in ; all which tixne 
I have slept, to give him the better opportunity : 
time enough for a gentleman of his agUity toietch 
it from the East Indies, out of one <x his templea 
where they wordbip him ; or^ if he wete lazy,, ^md 
not minded to go so far^ 'twere but stepping* over 
sea, and borrowing so much money out of his own 
bank at Amsterdam : hang it, what's an hundred 
pounds between him and me ? Now does my heart 
^ pit-a-pat, for fear I should not find the xncmey 
there : I would fain lift it up to see, and yet I am 
so afraid of missing : Yet a plague, why should I 
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fear he'll fail me ; the name of a friend's a sacred 
thing ; sure he'll consider that. Methinks, this hat 
looks as if it should have something under it : If 
one could see the yellow boys peeping underneath 
the brims now : Ha ! — [^Looks under round ahotitJ] 
In my conscience I think I do. Stand out o'the . 
way, sirrah, and be ready to gather, up the pieces 
that will flush out of the hat as I take it up. . 

jBoy. What, is my master mad, trow ? 
[LovEBY snatches tip the hat, looks in it hastUy, 
and sees nothing hut the paper. 

Lao. Now, the devil take the devil ! A ;4ague ! 
was ever man served so as I am ! — [Throws his hoi 
upon the ground."] To break the bands of amity for 
one hundred pieces ! Well, it shall be more out of 
thy way than thou imaginest, devil : I'll turn par- 
son, and be at open defiance with thee : I'll lay the 
wickedness of all people upon thee, though thou 
art never so innocent ; I'll convert thy bawds and 
whores ; I'll Hector thy gamesters, that they shall 
not dare to swear, curse, or bubble ; nay, I'll set 
thee out so, that thy very usurers and alderm^i 
shall fear to have to do with thee. 

[A noise within ^Isabella and Frances. 

JEnter Frances, thrusting back Isabella and 
Timorous. 

^Franc. How now, what's the matter ? 

Isa. Nay, sweet mistress, be not so hard-hearted ; 
all I desire of you is but harbour for a minute : you 
cannot, in humanity, deny that small succour to a 
gentlewoman. 

Franc. A gentlewoman ! I thought so ; my house 
affords no harbour for gentlewomen : you are a 
company of proud harlotries : 111 teach you to take 
place of tradesmen's wives, with a wannion to you. 

Lov. How's this ! Madam Isabella ! 

vol. II. e 
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Isa. Mr liOveby ! how hap^y 9m I to W6et with 
you in my distress !. 

Lov. What's. the matter, majitoi ? 

Isa. I'll tell you, if this gentlewoman will give 
me leave. 

Franc, No, genttewomab, I will not give you 
leave ; they are such as we maintain your pride, as 
they say •—[Isabella ateic? Loveby iSuhutper.'] Our 
husbands trust you, and you must go before their 
wives. I atn sure my good-mto never goes to any 
of your lodgings, but he com'eis home the worse for 
it, as tbey say, 

Lbv. is that all ? — Pr'y thee, good landlady, for 
my sake entertain my friends, 
. Franc. If the gentlemsyi's worship had come 
alone, it may be \ might have ehtertained him ; but 
for your minion ! 

Enter Nonsuch, Failer, Burr, and Qj^ers. 
Cry within^ Here^ here^ 

Fail. My lord, arrest 5ir Timorous upon a pro- 
mise of marriage to your daughter, and we'll wit- 
ness it. 

Tim. Why, what a strange thing of you*s thjs» 
madam Isabella, to bring a man into trouble thus ! 

Fail. You are not yet married to her ? 

THm. Not that I remember. 

Isa. Well, Failer, I shall find a time to reward 
your diligence. 

Lao. If the knight would have owned his action^ 
I should have taught some of you more manners^ 
than to come ^ith officers into my lodging. 

Franc. I'm glad with all my heart this, minx is 
prevented of her -design : the gentleman had got a 
great catch of her, as they say. His old father in 
the country would have given him but little^anks 
for it, to see him bring down a fine-bred woman^ 
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with a IvLte, and a dressings-box^ and a handful of 
money to her portion* 

Isa. Good Mistress Wbatdeelack ! I Iqiow your 
quarrel to the ladies ; do they take up the gallants 
m)in the tradesmen's wires ? Xiord, wnat a grievous 
thing it is, for a she citizen to be forced to have 
diildren by her own husband ! 

Franc. Come, come, yoiiVe a slanderful huswife, 
and I squom your harlotry tricks, that I do, so I do. 

Iscu Steeple-rhat, yoiu: husband, never gets a good 
look whai he comes home, except he brings a gen- 
tleman to dinner ; who, if he casts an amorous eye 
towards you, then, << Trust him, good husband, 
sweet husband, trust him for my sake: Verily the 
gentleman's an honest man, I read it in his coun- 
tenance ; and if you should not be at home to re- 
ceive the money, I know he will pay the debt to 
me." Is't not so, mistress ? 

Enter Bibber in sUppers, with a skein qfsiUc 
about his neck. 

Franc. Will you see me wronged thus, under 
my own roof, as they say, William ? 

Isa. Nay, 'tis very true, mistress : you let the 
men, with old compUments, take up new clothes ; 
I do not mean your wife's clothes, Mr Merchant- 
TaUor. 

JBib. Grood, i'faith ! a notable smart gentiewoman ! 

Isa. Look to your wife, sir, or, in time, she may 
undo your trade ; for she'll get all your men-cus- 
tomers to herself. 

Bib. An' I should be hanged, I can forbear no 
loiter. IHe plucks out his measure, and runs to 
Isabella^ to take measure of her. 

Isa. How now ! what means Prince Ferides by 
this?" ' 

Bib. [On his knees.'] I must beg your ladyship 
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e'en to have the honour to trust you bilt fear your 
gown, for the sake of that last jest, flower^d^atin^ 
wrought tabby, silver upon any grounds ; I shall 
run mad if I may not trust your ladyship. 

Franc. I think you are mad already, as they say, 

William : You shall not trust her 

[Plucks hm hack. 

'Bib. Let me alone, Frances : I am a lion when I 
am angered. 

Isa. Pray do not pull your lion by the tail so, 
mistress — ^In these clothes, that he now tal^s mea*. 
sure of me for, will I marry Sir Timorous ; mark 
that, and tremble, Failer. 

Fail. Never threaten me, madam ; you're a p^v 
son I despse. 

Isa. I vow to gad. 111 be even with you, sir. 

[ExiL 

Non. [To the BaUiffh.'] — =^And when you have 
arrested him, be sure you search him foj- my-gold. 

Bailiffs. [To Loveby.] We arrest you, sir, at 
my Lord Nonsuch's suit. 

Lov. Me, you rascals ! 

Nan. Search him for my gold ; you know the 
marks on't, 

Lov. If they can find any marked or unmarked 
gold about me, they'll find more than I can. You 
expect I should resist now ; no, no ; I'll hamper yoa 
for this. 

Bail. There's nothing to be found about him. 

Fail. 'Tis no matter, to prison with him ; there 
all his debts will come upon him. 

Lov. Wha% hurried to durance, like a stinkiard ! 

Bib. Now, as I live, a pleasant gentleman ! I 
could find in my heart to bail him ; but I'll over- 
come myself, and steal away. [Is going. 

Bail. Come, sir, we must provide you of another 
lodging ; but I believe you'll scarce like it. 
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Lm. If I do not, I ask no favour ; pray turn me 
out of doors. 

Bih. Turn him out of doors !> What a jest was 
there ? Now, an' I should be hanged, I cannot for- 
beiar bailing him.— Stay, officers, I bail him, body 
and soul, for that jest. 

Fail. Let us b%one in time, Burr. 

[Exeunt Burr, Failer, and Timorous. 

Franc. You shall not bail him. 

JBib. I know I am a rogue to do it ; but his wit 
has prevailed upon me, and a man must not go 
againiit his conscience. There, officers. 

Lov. to Non. Old man, if it were not for thy - 
daughter— 

JVon. Well, well ; take your course, sir. 

[Exeunt Noksuch and Bailiffh. 

Lov. Come, Will, I'll thank thee at the tavern. 
Prances, remen^iber this the next time you come 
up to make my bed. 

Franc. Do your worst, I fear you not, sir. This 
is twice to-day, WUliam ; to trust a gentlewoman, 
and bail a ragamuffian. I am sure he called you 
cuckold but yesterday, and said he would make 
you one. 

L&c. Look you, Frances, I am a man of honour, 
and, if I sai4 it. 111 not break my word with you. 

Bib. There he was with you again, Frances. An 
excellent good; jest, i'faith, la. 

Franc. I'll not endure it, that I won't, so I won't. 
I'll go to the justice's worship, and fetch a warrant 
for him. 

Lov. But, landlady, the word cuckold will bear 
no action in the law, except you could prove your 
husband prejudiced by it. Have any of his custo- 
mers forsook him for't ? Or any mercer refused to 
trust him the less, for my calling him so ? 

Franc. Nay, I know not for the mercers ; per- 
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haps the citizens may take it for no slander among 
one another, as they say ; but for the gentlemen—^ 

Lw. Will, have they forsaken thee upon it ? 

Bib. No, I assure yon, sir. 

Lw. Ko, I warrant 'em : A cuckold has the aig« 
nification of an honest well-meaning citizen ; one^ 
that is not given to jealousies or suspicions ; a just 
person to his wife, &c. ; one that, to speak the 
worst of him, does but to her, what he would be 
content should be done to her by other men. 

Franc. But that another man should be the fa- 
ther of his children, as they say ; I don't think that 
a civil thing, husband. 

Lov. Not civil, landlady \ why all things are 
civil, that are made so by custom. 

JSU>. Why may not he get as fine children as I, 
or any man ? 

Franc. But if those children, that are none of 
yours, should call you father, William ! 

Bih. If they call me father, and are none of mine,» 
I am the more beholden to 'em. 

Franc. Nay, if that be your humour, husband, I 
am glad I know it, that I may please you the bet- 
ter another time, as they say. [Exit Frances. 

Bib. Nay, but Frances, Frances ! 'tis sudi an- 
other woman. [Exit Bibber. 

Lov. Tis such another man ! My coat and 

sword, boy, I must go to Justice Trice's ; bring the 
women, and come after me. [Exit Loveey. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 
A Table set with Cards upon it. 
Trice walking: Enter Servant. 

Sen). Sir, some company is without upon justice^ 
business. 

Trice^ Saucy rascal, to disturb my meditations ! 

[Exit Servant. 
*-^A.Y^ it shall be he t Jack Loveby, what think'st 
thou (^a game at piquet, we two, hand to fist ? you 
and I will play one single game for ten pieces : Tis 
deep stake, Jack, but 'tis all one between us two : 
You shall deal, Jack : — ^Who I, Mr Justice ! thafs 
a good one ; you must give me use for your hand 
th^i; that's six Tthe hundred* — Come, uft, lift ; — 
mine's a ten ; Mr Justice : — mine's a king ; oh ha. 
Jack, you deal. I have the advantage of this, i'faith, 
if I can keep it. [^He deals twelve a piece, two by 
two^ and loiJts on his own cards.'] I take seven, and 
look on this—— Now for you. Jack Loveby. 

Enter Loveby behind. 

Loo. How's this ? Am I the man he fights with ? 

Trice. I'll do you right. Jade ; as I am an honest 
man, you must discard this; there's no otha: way : 
If you were my owp brother, I could do no better 
for you. — Zounds, the rogue has a quint-major, 
and three aces younger hand. — \tjOohs on the other 
cards.] Stay ; what am I for the point? But bare 
forty, and he fifty-one : Fifteen, and five for the 
point, twenty, and three by aces, twenty- three ; 
well, I am to play first : one, twenty- three ; two, 
twenty-three ; three, twenty-three ; four, twenty- 
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three ; — ^Pox on% now I must play into his hand . 
five : — now you take it. Jack ;-^five, twenty-four, 
twenty.five, twenty-six, twenty-seven, twenty, 
eight, twenty-nine, thirty, and the cards forty. 
Lov. Hitherto it goes well on my side. — 
Trice. Now I deal : How mMiy do you take. 
Jack ? All. Then I am gone : What a rise is here ! 
Fourteen by aces, and a sixieme-major ; I am gone, 
without looking into my cards. — [Takes up an ace 
and bites itJ] Ay, I thought so : If ever man play 'd 
with such cursed fortune, I'll be hanged, and all 

for want of this damned ac§ there's your ten 

pieces, with a pox to you, for a rooking beggarly 
rascal as you are. 

LovEBY enters. 

Lov. What occasion have I given you for these 
words, sir ? Rook and rascal ! I am no more rascal 
liian yourself, sir. 

Trice. How's this \ how's this ! 

Lao. And though for this time I put up, because 
I am a winne r ■ [Snatches the gold. 

Trice. What a devil do'st thou put up ? Not my 
gold, I hope. Jack ? 

Lov. By your favour, but I do ; and 'twas won 
fairly : a sixieme, and fourteen by aces, by your 
own confession,— What a pox, w^ don't make chil- 
drens' play, I hope ? 

Trice. Well, remember this, Jack ; from this hour 
I forswear playing with you when I am alone ; 
what, will you bate me nothing on't ? 

Lov. Not a farthing, Justice ; I'll be judged by 
you ; if I had lost, you would have taken ev6ry 

piece on't : What I win, I win and there's an 

end. 
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winter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, these people stay without, and will not 
be answered. 

Trice. Well, what's their business ? 

#Sfer«?..Nay, no great matter; only a fellow for 
getting a wench with child. 

Trice. No great matter, say'st thou ? Faith, but 
it is. Is he a poor fellow, or a gentleman ? 

Serv. A very poor fellow, sir. 

Trice. Hang him, rogue; make his mittimus 
immediately; must such as he presume to get 
children ? 

Lov. Well considered. A poor lousy rascal, to 
intrench upon the game of gentlemen ! He might 
have passed his time at nine-pins, or shovel-board ; 
that had been fit sport for such as he. Justice, have 
no mercy on him. 

Trice. No, by the sword of justice will I not. 

Lw. Swear'st thou, ungracious boy ? ♦ That's 
too much, on the other hand, for a gentteman. I 
swear not, I drink not, I curse not, I cheat not ; 
they are unnecessary vices. I save so much out of 
those sins, and take it out in that one necessary vice 
of wenching. 

Enter Loveby's Boy. 

Soy. Sir, the parties are without, according to 
your order. 

Ijyc. 'Tis well ; bring 'em in, boy. 

Enter Lady Du Lake, and two or three Whores. 

Justice, I recommend this ancient gentlewoman, 
with these virtuous ladies, to thy patronage ; for 
her part, she is a person of exemplary life and be- 

* Henry IV. Part I. Act ii. Scene 4. 
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haviour ; of singular conduct to break through, and 
patience to bear the assaults of fortune. A general 
benefactress of mankind, and, in fine, a promoter of 
that great work of nature, love. 

Trice. Or, as the vulgar translation hath it, a 
very sufficient and singular good bawd« Is't not so, 
boy? 

Lov, Ay, boy. Now, for such a pettifogging 
fellow as thy derk to persecute this lady ! pr'y thee 
think on't. *Tis a grievance of the fi'ee-born subject. 

L. JDu Lake. To see the ingratitude of this gene- 
ration ! That I, that have spent my youth ; set at 
nought my fortune ; and, what is more dear to me, 
my honour, in the service of gentlemen ; should 
now, in my old age, be left to want and beggary, 
as if I were the vilest and most unworthy creature 
upon God's earth ! iCryinff. 

' Lov. Nay, good mother, do not take it so bitterly- 

L. Du Lake. I confess, the unkindness of it 
troubles me. 

Lov. Thou shalt not want, so long as I live. — 
Look, here*s five pieces of cordial gold, to comfort 
thy heart with. I won it, e'en now, off Mr Justice ; 
and I dare say he thinks it well bestowed. 

Trice. My money's gone to very pious uses. 

L. Du Lake. [^Laying her hand on Loveby's 
hedd.^ Son Loveby, I knew thy father well ; and 
thy grandfather before him. Fathers they were both 
to me ; and I could weep for joy to see how thou 
tak'st after them. [ Weeping againJ] I wish it lay 
in my power too to gratify this worthy Justice in 
my vocation. 

Trice. Faith, I doubt I am past that noble sin. 

Lov. Pr'ythee, good magistrate, drink to her, 
and wipe sorrow from her eyes. 

Triee. Right reverend, my service to you in ca- 
nary. \^She drinks after him^ and stays at half a glass. 
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L. Dfi Lake. Tis a great way to the bottom ; 

but heaven is all-sufficient to give me strength foF 

it. [Drinks it vp.'] Why, God's blessing on your 

heart, son Trice ! I hope 'tis no offence to call you 

son ? hem ! — ^hem ! — Son Loveby, I think my son 

Trice and I are much of the same years. — Let me 

see, son, if nature be utterly extinct in you. Are 

you ticklish, son Trice ? [Tickles him. 

Trice. Are you ticklish. Mother Du Lake ? 

[ Tickles her sides. She /alls off her chair ; 

he Jails off his to her ; they roll one over 

the other. 

Lov. I would have all London now shew me such 

another sight of kindness in old age. [They he^ each 

other vp.'l Come, a dance, a dance ; call for your 

clerk. Justice ; he shall make one, in sign of amity« 

— Strike up, fiddlers f 

[ They dance a round dance^ and sing the tune^ 

Enter Isabella and Constance. 

Isa. Are you at that sport, i'faith ? Have among 

you, blind harpers. [ShefaUs into the dance^ 

[At the dancers end^ Loveby sees Constance. 

Trice. Is she come ? A pox of all.honest women 
at such a time ! 

ior. If she knows who these are, by this light, 
I am undone. 

Const. Oh, servant ! I come to mind you of your 
promise. Come, produce my hundred pounds ; the 
time's out I set you. 

io«?. Not till dark night, upon my reputation ! 
I have not yet spoke with the gentleman in the 
black pantaloons ; you know he seldom walks 
abroad by day -light. Dear madam, let me wait on 
you to your coach ; and, if I bring it not within 
this hour, discard me utterly. 
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Const You must give roe leave to salute the 
company. What are they ? 

Lov. Persons of quality of my acquaintance; hut 
I'll make your excuse to 'em. 

Const Nay, if they are persons of quality, I shall 
be rude to part from 'em so abruptly. ^ 

Lov. Why, so. The devil owed me a shame, 
and now he has paid me. I must present 'em, what- 
e'er come on't. \^AsideJ] — ^This, madam, is my Lady 
Du Lake — the Lady Springwell — ^the Lady Hoy- 
den. [She and Isabella salute them. 

Isa. What a whiff' was there came from my Lady 
Hoyden ; and what a garlic breath my Lady Spring- 
well had ! 

Trice. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

ior. Do not betray me. Justice ; if you do— — 

[Aside. 

Isa^ Oh, are you thereabouts, sir ? then I smell 
a rat, i'faith ; but I'll say nothing. [Aside, 

Const Ladies, I am an humble servant to you 
^11 ; and account it my happiness to have met with 
so good company at my cousin Trice's. 

Trice. Ha, ha, ha ! 

JL. JDu Lake. Are these two ladies of your ac- 
quaintance, son Loveby ? 

Lov. Son, quoth a' ! a pox of our relation ! 

[Aside. 

L. JDu Lake. I shall be glad to be better known 
to your ladyships. 

Const. You too much honour ypur servants, ma- 
dam. 

Isa. How Loveby fidgets up and down ! In what 
pain he is ! well, if these be not they, they call 
whores, I'll be hanged, though I never saw one be- 
fore. [Aside. 

Lov. Will your ladyship please to go, madam ? 

3 
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Const I must be^ the favour of these ladies ft^t^ 
that I may know their lodgings, and wait on them. 

L. Du Lake. It will be our duty to pay our re- 
spects first to your ladyship. 

Const. I beg your ladyship's pardon, madam-- — 

L. Du Lake. Your ladyship shaU excuse us, ma« 
Aaxxh* 

Isa. Trice. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Loo. Ah, devil grin you ! [Aside^ 

Trice. I must go out» and laugh my belly-fulL 

lExU Tbice. 

Const. But in earnest, madam, I must have no 
denial ; I beseech your ladyship instruct me, where 
I may tender my devoirs. 

L. Du Lake. Since your ladyship commands me, 
madam, I dare disobey no longer. My lodgings 
are in St Lucknor's Lane, at the Cat and Fiddle. 

Const. Whereabouts is that lane, servant ? 

LoD. Faith, madam, I know not that part o'the 
town. — Lord, how I sweat for fear ! [Aside. 

Const. And yours, madam^ where, I beseech your 
ladyship ? 

2 Whore. In Dog and Bitch, yard, an't please 
your ladyship. ; 

3 Whore. And mine in Sodom, so like yoyr lady- 
ship. 

Const How^ Loveby ! I did not think you would 
have used me thus ? 

Lov. I beseech your ladyship, but hear my justir 
fication as I lead you. 

Const By no means, sir ; that were such a rude- 
ness to leave persons of quality, to wait upon me : 
Unhand me, sir. 

Isa. Ha, ha, ha ! — [Exeunt Const. Isa. 

. Lov. J am ruined ! for ever ruined. Plague, had 
you no places in the town to name, but Sodom, and 
Lucknor's Lane, for lodgings ! 
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L. Du Lake. If any prejudice arise from it, tip- 
on my honour, son, 'twas by mistake, and not in- 
tended you ♦ I thought she desired to have been 
admitted of the quality. 

Lov. I was curst, when I had first to do with you. 

\^Kicks them. 

i. Du Lake. Well, I thank heaven, that has in- 
dued me with such patience. 

\_Exeunt all but Loveby and his Boy. 

Lot). I have made a feir hand on't to-day ; — ^both 
lost my mistress, and hear no news from my friend 
below : The world frowns upon me, and the devil 
and my mistress have forsaken me : My god&thers 
and godmothers have promised well for me : In- 
btead of renouncing them, they have renounced 
me. 

. jBoy. Sir, I saw my Lady Constance smile as she 
went out; T am confident she's angry but from the 
teeth outwards : you might easily make fair wea- 
ther with her, if you could get the money you pro- 
tnised her, but there's the devil 

Lofo. Where is he, boy ? shew me him quickly. 

Boy. Marry, God bless us ! I mean, sir, there's 
the difficulty. 

Lov. Damned rogue, to put me in hope so 

Enter Bibbee ai the other end. 

Lov. Uds so, look where Bibber is : Now I think 
•on't,. he oflfered me a bag of forty pounds, and the 
lease of his house yesterday : But that's his pocky 
humour ; when I have money, and do not ask him, 
he will oflTer it ; but when I ask him, he will not 
lend a farthing.*— Turn this way, sirrah, and make 
as though we did not see him. 

Bib. Our gentleman, I think, a-talking with his 
boy there. 

Lov. You understand me ?— — 
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Baif. I warrant you» sir. 
. Lav. Ko neWs yet ; what an unlucky rascal 'tis ! 
if the rc^ue should hereafter be reduced to the rai- 
ment of his own shreds^ I should not pity him. 

Bib. How's this ! 

Lfm. Now is this rascal hunting after jests, to 
make himself the greatest to all that know him. 

Bih. This must be me. . 

Boy. I can hear neither tale nor tidings of him : 
I have searched him in all his haunts ; amongst his 
creditors ; and in all companies where they are like 
to break the least jest. I have visited the coffee- 
houses for him ; but among all the news there, I 
heard none of him. 

Bib. Good, i'faith. 

Lao. Where's the warrant ? I'll put in my own 
name, since I cannot find him. 

B'jf. Sir, I gave it a scrivener at next door, be- 
cause I could not write, to fill up the blank place 
with Mr Bibber's name. 

Lav. What an unlucky vermin 'tis ! now, for an 
hundred pound, could I have gratified him with a 
waiter's place at the CustomJiouse, that had been 
worth to him anhundred pound a^-year upon thenail. 

Bib. Could you so, could you so, sir ? give me 
your hand, and I thank you heartily, Mr Loveby. 

Lav. Art thou honest Will? faith, 'tis not worth 
thy thanks, till it be done : I wish I had the money 
for thee. 

Bib. How much is't, sir ? 

Lav. An hundred pounds would do it. 

Bib. Let me see: forty, I have already by me; 
take that in part, sir ; — and that, and the lease of 
my house, would over-do it. 

Lav. By all means thy lease. Will : ne'er scruple 
at that; hang a piece of parchment, and two bits 
of soft wax ! thou shalt do't, thou shaclt, boy. 

Bib. Why, then I will, sir : But stay, stay ; 
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now I think on't, Frances has one hundred and 
twenty pieces of old grandam-and-aunt gold left 
her, tnat she would never let me touch : if we 
could get that, Mr Loveby ! but she'll never part 
with it. 

JjOV. 'Tis but saying the place is for her ; a wait- 
ing woman's place in the Custom-house. — ^Boy, ga^ 
and tell her on't immediately. IJExit JBoy. 

JBib. Hold a little ; she has been very desirous tor 
get a place in court, that she might take place as 
the queen's servant. 

JLov. She shall have a dresser's place, if thou'lt 
keep counsel. The worst on't is, I have never a 
warrant ready. 

JBib. 'Tis all one for that, sir; she can neither 
write nor read ; 'tis but my telling her 'tis a war- 
1 ant, and all's well. I can't but laugh to think how 
she'll be choused. 

IjOv. And you too. [Aside.'] — Mum, she's here. 
Will 

Enter Fiiances. 

Franc. A waiting- woman's place in the Custom- 
house ! there's news for me ! thank you, kind Mr 
Loveby ; you have been instrumental, I hear, of 
my preferment. 

Lov. No, 'tis a dresser's place at court, landlady. 

Franc. O gemini ! that's better news. 

Sib. Aye, but you must make haste and fetch an 
hundred pieces : I can assure you five hundred are 
bidden for it : And the courtiers are such slippery 
youths, they are ever for the fairest chapman. 

Franc. I'll fetch it presently ; — oh, how my heart 
quops now, as they say. I'll fetch it presently .-r— 
'Sweet Mr Loveby, if the business can be done, it 
shall be a good thing in your worship's way, I pro- 
mise you. O thfe famer ! that it could be done : O 
' sweet father ! [Loveby^cA^ out apaper. 
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Ixw. Here, Mr Bibber, pray put in Madam Bib- 
ber's name into the warrant. 

Bib. Madam Bibber ! there's joy ! — I must call 
you wife no more, 'tis Madam Bibber now. 

Franc. Pray read it, Mr Bibber. 

JBib. An order for the admission of the illustrious 
kdy. Madam Bibber, into her majesty's service. 

Franc. Pray give me the paper, I'll have nobody 
touch it but myself; I am sure my money pays for 
it, as they say. These are the finest words ; Ma- 
dam Bibber ! pray, chicken, shew jne where Madam 
is written, that I may kiss it all over. I shall make 
bold now to bear up to those flirting gentlewomen, 
that sweep it up and down with their long tails. I 
thought myself as good as they, when I was as I 
was ; but now I am as I am. 

Lav. GrQod landlady, dispatch, and bring the 
money — 

Franc. Truly, in the place of a dresser, I dare be 
bold to say, as they say, I shall give their majesties 
worships good content ; • I'll go fetch it. 

[Exit Frances. 

Bib. We must keep the poor soul in ignorance as 
long as we can, sir ; for when she has once smoked 
it, 1 have no other way but to retreat into the body 
of my janizaries, my journey-men ; and never come 
out into her presence more. Where will you be 
at nine o'clock, sir, that we may rejoice over our 
good fortune ? 

Lov. Call me at my Lord Nonsuch's house, and 
I'll go with you. 

Bib. We'll have the fiddles, and triumph, i'faith. 

IFxit Bibber. 

Lop. Lord, how eager this vermin was to cheat 
himself! Well, I'll after ; I long to finger these Ja- 
cobuses : Perhaps they may make my peace again 
with my mistress. mant Loveby. 

VOL. IL P 
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SCENE 11. 

Enter Failer and Nonsuch. [Constance and 
Isabella listening.'] 

Fail. I vow to gad, my lord. Sir Timorous is the 
most dejected person in the world, and full of re-^ 
gret for what is past. 'Twas his misfortune to be 
drawn in by such a pierson as Madam Isabella. 

N(m. 'Tis well his estate pleads for him; he 
should ne'er set foot more within my doors else. 

Fail. Ill be security for him for time to come : 
Leave it to me to get the licence. All I desire is, 
your daughter may be ready to-morrow morning. 

Non. Well, let me alone with her. 

XExeunt Faileb and Nonsuch. 

Isa. You heard the dreadful sound, to-morrow, 
cousin. 

Const I would not throw myself away upon this 
fool, if I could help it. 

Isa. Better marry a tertian ague than a fool, 
that's certain ; there's one good day and night in 
that. 

Const. And yet thou art mad for him thyself. 

Isa. Nay, the fool is a handsome fool, that's 
somewhat ; but 'tis not that ; 'tis a kind of fancy 
I have taken to a glass coach, and six Flanders 
mares ; rich liveries, and a good fortune. 

Const. Pr'ythee, do not mind me of 'em ; for 
though 1 want 'em not, yet 1 find all women are 
caught with gaieties : One grain more would turn 
the balance on his side ; I am so vexed at the wild 
courses of this I^veby. 

Isa. Vexed? why vexed? the worst you can say 
of him is, he loves women ; and such make the 
kindest husbands, I'm told. If you had a sum rf 
money to put out, you would not look so much 
whether the man were an honest man, (for the law 
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ivould make him that) as if he were a good suffi- 
cient pay-master. 

Enter Setstone. , 

Const. As I live, thou art a mad ^rl. 
Set. She must be used as mad foll^ are then ; had 
into the dark and cured. 

Const. But all this is no comfort to the word, to- 
morrow. 

Isa. Well, what say you, if I put you to-night 
into the arms of Loveby ? 

Const My condition's desperate, and past thy 
physic. 

Isa. When physic's past, what remains but to 
send for the divine ? Here's little Nicodemus, your 
father's chaplain ; I have spoke with him already ; 
for a brace of angels he shdl make all sure betwixt 
you without a license ; ay, and prove ten at night 
a more canonical hour than ten i'the morning. 

Const. I see not which way thou canst perform 

it ; but if thou do'st, I have many admirations in 

store for thee. [ Whispers. 

Isa. Step in, and get a cushion underneath your 

apron. 

Const. O, I must be with child, it seems ! 
Isa. And Loveby shall bring you to bed to-night, 
if the devil be not in the dice ; away, make hast^. 
— [Exit Constance.] Setstone, be not you far oflF; 
I shall have need of you too ; I hear my uncle co- 
ming — Methinks I long to be revenged of this 
wicked elder, for hindering of my marriage to-day. 

Hark you, Setstone [ Whispers. 

Set. 'Tis impossible, madam ; 'twill never take. 
Isa. I warrant you ; do not I know him ? he has 
not brains enough, if they were buttered, to feed a 

blackbird — ^Nay, no replies out of what I 

have said, you may instruct my cousin too. 

[Exit Setstone. 
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Enter If oksuch. 

Isa. Oh, are you there, sir ? Faith, it was kindly- 
done of you to hinder me of a good husband this 
afternoon. Atid but ion one thing, I would i^esoWe 
to leave your house. 

N(m. I'm glad there's any thing will stay thee. 

Isa. If I stay, 'tis for love of mv cousin Con- 
stance, not of you ; I should be loth to leave her 
in this sad condition. 

Non. What condition ? 

Isa. Nay, I know not ; she has not worn her 
busk this fortnight, I think she's grown fat o'the 
sudden. 

Non. O devil, devil ! what a fright I'm in ! 

Isa. She has qualms too every morning ; ravens 
mightily for green fruit ; and swoons nt the sight 
of hot meat. 

Non. She's with child. I am undone ! I am un-* 
done! 

Isa. I understand nothing of such matters : She's 
but in the next room ; best call her, and examine 
her about it. 

Non. Why Constance, Constance ! 

Enter Constance, as with child. 

Isa. Now for a broad-side ; turn your prow to 
him, cousin. [To her. 

Non, Now, gentlewoman ! is this possiUe ? 

Const. I do not reach your meaning, sir. 

Non. Where have you been of late ? 

Const. I seldom stir without you^ sir. Theia 
walls most commonly confine me. 

Non. These walls can get no children ; nor these 
hangings ; though there be men wrought in *em. 

Isa. Yet, by your favour, nuncle, children may 
be wrought behind the hangings. 

Non, O, Constance, Constance ! How have my 
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grey hairs deserved this of thee ? Who got that 
belly there ? 

CansU You, I hope, sir. 

Non. Tell me the truth, for I will know it ; come, 
the story. 

Const. The story's quickly told, sir ; I am with 
ehild. 

JVim» And who is the father ? 

Const I do not know, sir. 

JVb». Not know ! went there so many to't ? 

Const. So far from that, that there were none at 
all, to my best knowledge, sir. 

iVb». Was't got by miracle? Who was the father ? 

Const. Who got your money, sir, that you have 
kmt? 

Non. Nay, Heaven knows who got that. 

Const. And, Heaven knows who got thii ; for, 
on my conscience, he that had your money, wai the 
father on't. 

Non. The devil it was as soon. 

Const. That's all I ftar, sir. 

Isa. 'Tis strange ; — and yet 'twere hard, sir, to 
suspect my cousin's virtue, since we know the bouse 
is haunted. 

Non. 'Tis true, that nothing can be laid, though 
under lock and key, but it miscarries. 

Isa. 'Tie not to be believed, what these villain- 
ous spirits can do : they go invisible. 

* Const. First, they stole away my prayer*book ; 
and, a little after tliat;, a small tireatise I I^d against 
temptation ; and when they were gone, you know, 
sir 

Isa. If there be sudi doings, pray heaven we are 
not all with diild* 'Tis certain, that none live with- 
in these walls, but they have power of. I have 
feared Toby, the coachman, any time this fortnight. 

Non. Out, impudence ! A man with child ! why 
'tis unnatural. 
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Isa. Ay, so is he that got it. 
Non. Thou art not in earnest ? 
Isa. I would I were not. — Hark ! I hear him 
groan hither. Come in, poor Toby. 

Enter Toby, the coachman^ with an urinal. 

Non. How now ! what have you there, sirrah ? 

Toh. An't please your worship, 'tis my water. I 
had a spice o'the new disease here Tthe house ; and 
so carried it to master doctor. 

N(m, Well ; and what did he say to you ? 

Toh. He told me very sad news, an' please you. 
I am somewhat bashful to speak on't. 

Isa. Out with it, man. 

Toh. Why, truly, he told me the party that own- 
ed the water was with child ! 

Isa* I told you so, uncle. 

N(m. To my best remembrance, I never heard (rf 
such a thing before. 

Toh. I never stretch out myself to snap my whip, 
but it goes to the heart of me. 

Isa. Alas, poor Toby ! 

Non. Begone, and put off your livery, sirrah !— 
You shall not stay a minute in my service. 

Toh. I beseech your good worship, be good to 
me ; 'twas the first fault I ever committed in this 
kind. I have three poor children by my wife ; and 
if you leave me to the wide world, with a new 
charge upon mysel f 

Non. Begone ! I will not hear a word. 

Toh. If 1 must go, I'll not go alone. Ambrose 
Tinis, the cook, is as bad as I am. 

N(m. I think you'll make me mad. Call the ras- 
cal hither ! I must account with him on another 
score, now I think on't. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



SCENE II. THE WILD GALLANT. 87 

Enter Ambrose Tinis. 

N(m. Sirrah, what made you send a pheasant 
with one wing to the table yesterday ? 

Amb. I beseech your worship to pardon me ; I 
longed for it. 

Isa. I feared as much. 

Amb. And I beseech your worship* let me have 
a boy to help me in the kitchen ; for I find myself 
unable to go through with the work. Besides, the 
doctor has warned me of stooping to the fire, for 
fear of a mischance. 

Non. Why, are you with child, sirrah ? 

Amh. So he tells me ; but, if I were put to my 
oath, I know not that ever I deserved for't. 

Non. Still worse and worse. — And here comes 
Setstone groaning. 

Enter Setstone. 

Set. O, sir ! I have been so troubled with swoon- 
ing fits ; and have so longed for cherries ! 

Non. He's poopt too. 

Isa. Well, this is not the worst yet. I suspect 
something more than I will speak of. 

Non. What dost thou suspect, ha ! 

Isa. Is not your lordship with child too ? 

Non. Who, I with child ! marry, heaven forbid ! 
What dost thou see by me to ground it on ? 

Isa. You're very round of late ; — ^thaf s all, sir. 

Nan. Round ! that's only fat, I hope. I have had 
a very good stomach of late, Pm sure. 

Isa. Alas, and well you may ; — ^You eat for two, 
sir. 

Non. Setstone, look upon me, and tell me true- 
Do you observe any alteration in me ? 

Set. I would not dishearten your ladyship 
your lordship^ I would say— —but I have observed. 
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of late, your colour goes and comes extremely. M e- 
thinks your lordship looks very sharp and bleak 
rthe face, and mighty puffed i'the body. 

Non. O, the devil ! Wretched men, that we are 
all ! Nothing grieves me, but that, in my old age, 
when others are past child-bearing, I should come 
to be a disgrace to my family. 

Ccmst How do you, sir ? Your eyes look won- 
drous dim. Is not there a mist before 'em ? 

Isa. Do you not feel a kicking in your belly ?— 
When do you look, uncle ? 

Non. Uh, uh ! — Methinks I am very sick o'the 
sudden. 

Im. What store of old shirts have you against 
the good time ? Shall I give you a shift, unde ? 

Non. Here's like to be a fine charge towards ! 
We shall all be brought to-bed together ! Well, if 
I be with devil, I will have such gossips : an usurer 
and a scrivener shall be godfathers. 

Isa. I'll help you, uncle ; and Sawney's two 
grannies shall be godmothers. The child i^all be 
christened by the Directory ; and the gossips' gifts 
shall be the gude Scotch kivenant. 

Const. Set. Nan. Tab. Amb. Uh! ukr uh! 

Isa. What rare music's here ! 

Non. Whene'er it comes from me, 'twill kill me ; 
that's certain. 

Set. Best take a vomit 

Isa. An't come upward, the horns will choke 
him. 

Non. Mass ! and so they will. 

Isa. Your only way is to make sure o'the Daan- 
midwife. 

Non. But my child's dishonour troubles me the 
most. If I could but see her well married before 
I underwent the labour and peril of chikl-bdaidng ! 
-^Wfaat would you advise me, niece ? 
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Im. That which I am very loth to do. Send for 
honest Jack Loveby, and let him know the truth 
on*t. He's a fellow without a fortune, and will be 
glad to leap at the occasion. 

Non. But why Loveby, of all the world ? 'Tis 
but staying 'till to-morrow, and then Sir Tim(»ous 
will marry her. 

Comt. Uh ! — I swell so fast, I cannot hide it 'till 
to-morrow. 

Isa. Why, there's it now ! 

Non. I'll send for the old alderman, (Jetwell, im- 
mediately. He'll father the devil's bastard, I war- 
rant you. 

Isa. Fie, uncle ! my cousin's somewhat too good 
yet for an alderman. If it were her third child, she 
might hearken to you. 

Non. Well, since it must be so, Setstone, go you 
to Loveby ; make my excuse to him for the arrest, 
and let him know what fortune may attend him. 

Isa. Mr Setstone, pray acquaint him with my 
cousin's affection to him ; and prepare him to father 
the cushion underneath her petticoat. 

[Aside to Setstone. 

Set I'll bring him imm«liately. [Es^. 

leiju When be comes, unde^ pray cover 3rour great 
belly with your hat, that he may not see it 

Non^ It goes against my heurt t6 matry her to 
this Loveby ; but, whlit mast be, must be. 

Enter Loveby. 

Const. Oi Mr Lbveby ! The wekomdst man alive ! 
-^You met Setstone, 1 hope, that you caiDe so op- 
portunely ? 

Im. No, faith, madam ; 1 tsame of my own Ac- 
cord. 

Isa. 'Tis unlucky ; he's not prepared. 

Loo. liDok yon, madam, I hapire Inou^t tl^ hun- 
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dred pounds ; the devil was as punctual as three o' 
dock at a playhouse. Here ; 'tis right, I warrant it, 
without telling. I took it upon ms word. 

\^Grives it 

Const. Your kindness shall be requited, servant. 
But I sent for you upon another business. — ^Pray, 
cousin, tell it him, for I am ashamed to do't. 

Lav. Ha ! 'tis not that great belly, I hope. Is't 
come to that. 

Isa. Hark you, Mr Loveby ; a word with you. 

JLov. A word with you, madam. Whither is your 
cousin bound ? 

Isa. Bound, sir? 

Lov. Ay, bound. Look you, she's under sail, with 
a lusty fore- wind. 

Nan. I sent for you, sir ; but, to be plain with 
you, 'twas more out of necessity than love. 

Lav. I wonder, my lord, at your invincible ill- 
nature. You forget the arrest, that I passed by. 
But this it is to be dvil to unthankful persons ; 'tis 
feeding an ill-natured dog, that snarls while he takes 
victuals from your hand. 

Nan. All friends ! all friends ! No ripping up old 
. stories ; you shall have my daughter. 

Lav. Faith, I see your lordship would let lodgings 
ready furnished ; but I am for an empty tenement. 

Nan. 1 had almost forgot my own great bdly. If 
he should discover that too ! [Claps his kat before it. 

Isa. [To Lav.'] You will not hear me, sir. 'Tis 
all roguery, as I live. 

Lav. Flat roguenr, I'll swear ! If I had been fa- 
ther on't,— nay, if I had but laid my breeches up- 
on the bed, — I would have married her. But I see 
we are not ordained for one another. [Is going. 

Nan. I beseech you, sir ! 

Lav. Pray cover, my lord. 

Isa. He does his great belly, methinks^ 
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N(m. ril make it up in money to you, 

Lm. That cannot tempt me. I have a friend, 
that shall be nameless, that will not see me want ; 
and so, your servant. \_Exit Loveby. 

Isa. I'll after, and bring him back. 

Ncm. You shaJl not stir after him. — ^Does he scorn 
my daughter? 

Isa. Lord, how fretful you are ! This breeding 
makes you so peevish, uncle. 

Non. 'Tis no matter; she shall straight be mar- 
ried to Sir Timorous. 

Const I am ruined, cousin. [Aside. 

Isa. I warrant you. — My lord, I wish her well 
married to Sir Timorous ; but Loveby will certain- 
ly infect him with the news of her great belly. 

N(m. I'll dispatch it, ere he can speak with him, 

Isa. Whene'er he comes, he'll see what a bona ro^ 
ha she is grown. 

Non. Therefore, it shall be done i'the evening. 

Isa. It shall, my lord. 

Cmst. Shall it? \Aside. 

Isa. Let me alone, cousin. — ^And to this effect 
she shall write to him, that, to conform to your 
will, and his modesty, she desires him to come hi- 
ther alone this evening. 

Non. Excellent wench! — I'll get my chaplain 
ready. \Ex%t Nonsuch. 

Const. How can you hope to deceive my father ? 

Isa. If I don't, I have hard luck. 

Const. You go so strange a way about, your bowl 
must be well biass'd to come in. 

Isa. So plain a ground, there's not the least rub 
in*t. I'll meet Sir Timorous in the dark ; and, in 
your room, marry him. 

Canst. You'U be sure to provide for one. 

Isa. You mistake me, cousin.-*-Oh ! here's Set- 
stone again. 
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Enter SetStone. 

Mr Jeweller, you must again into your devil's shape, 
and speak with Loveby. But pray be careful not 
to be discovered. 

Set. I warrant you, madam. I have cozetiediviser 
men than he in my own shape ; and, if I cannot 
continue it in $ worse, let the ^evil I make bold 
with, e'en make as bold with me. 

Im. You must guide him, by back ways, to my 
uncle's house, and so to my cousin's dbamber, that 
he may not know where he i* when he comeg there. 
The rest I'll tell you as we go along. J^JEdseunt. 

SCENE III. 

J^nfef TiMOBOUs; t^ter kirn BtJ&u and Faileb. 

Tim. Here, here, read this note ; there's news for 
u& 

Fail. Let me see't. [Reads. 

Sit Timoraiis, 
Be at the gttrden-dMr at nine this ewning ; tikere 
Til receive you with my daughter. To grmfy y&ur 
modesty I designed this way^ after I had better coie« 
sidered on it; and pray lea»e yovr caterpillars^ Surr 
and Failer, behind you. Yours, Nonsuch. 

There is some.tridi: in this, whate'er it be* But this 

; word, caterpillarfr^^You see. Burr, Sir Timorous is 

like to be lured frota us. [Asuie. 

Burr. Is there no prevention ? [Aside. 

Fail. One way there is**— SirTimorous, pray walk 
a turn, while Burr and I ccmfer a little upcm this 
matter. — Look you. Burr, there is but one remedy 
in nature, I vow to gad ; that is, for you to have a 
new Sir Timorous, exceeding this person in bounty 
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to you. Observe, then ; in Sir Tumorous' place will 
I go, apd, egad, 111 marnr my Lady Constance ; and 
then, flrora the bowels of friendship, bless thee with 
a thousand pounds, besides lodging and diet for thy 
life, boy. 

Surr. Umph, very well thought on.— No, sir ! 
you shall trust to my bounty | lil go )n his plaee. 
Murmur or lupine, speak the least word^ or give thy 
lips the least motion, and I'll beat thee till thou art 
not in condition io go. 

Fail. I vow to gad, this is extreme Injustice.— 
Was it not my invention ? 

Burr. Why, dost thou think thou art worthy to 
make use of thy own invention ? — Speak another 
woi^d, d'ye see !~-Come, help me quickly to strip Sir 
Timorous ; his cpjit may conduce to the deceit. — 
Sir Timorous, by your leave. [Falls on him. 

Tim. O, Lord ! what's the matter /-—Murder ! 
murder ! 

Burr. D'ye open ? I have something in my 
pocket that will serve for a gag, no*w I think on't. 

[^Ga^s, and binds him. 
So, lie there, knight. — Come, sir^ and help to make 
me Sir Timorous ; and, when I am married, remem- 
her to increase your manners with my fortune. — 
Yet we'll always drink together. [Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE L 

Enter Constance, Isabella, and Nonstjch. 

C^nst This is just the knight's hour ; and lovers 
seldom come after their time. 

Nm. Good night, daughter ; TU to bed, and give 
you joy to-morrow morning. [^Exit 

Isa. I'm glad he's gone. What, your train takes ? 

6 
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Canst. Yes, yes ; Loveby will come. Setstone has 
been with him in disguise ; and promised him golden 
mountains, if he will not be wanting to his own 
fortune. 

Isa. Is your habit provided too ? 

Const All is ready. 

Isa. Away then ; for this is the place where we 
must part Uke knights-errant, that take several 
paths to their adventures. 

Const Tis time, for I hear somebody come along 
the alley ; without question *tis Timorous. Fare- 
well ; the chaplain stays for me in the chamber. 

Isa. And I'U post after you to matrimon v ; I have 
laid a fresh parson at the next stage, that snail carry 
me tantivy. \^xit Constance. 

JEnter Bure tinth Timorous's coat on. 

Burr. My Lady Constance I 

Isa. The same. Sir Timorous ? 

Burr. The same. 

Isa. Sir Timorous takes me for my cousin. 

lAside. 

Burr. My Lady Constance mistakes me for the 
knight. [Aside. 

Isa. Here, sir ; through the dark walk. 'Tis but a 
little way about He's my own beyond redemp- 
tion [Aside. 

Burr. The Indies are mine; and a handsome 
lady into the bargain. [JExeunt. 

Enter Failer, dogging them, as they go qffl 

Fail. He shall be hanged, ere he shall get her. 
Thus far I have dogged them, and this way I am 
sure they must pass, ere they come to the house. 
The rogue had got the old dog-trick of a states- 
man ; to fish things out of wiser heads than his 
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own, and never so much as to take notice of him 
that gave the comisel 

Enter Isabella and Bube again. 

Now, if I can but give her the hint without his 
knowledge ! — Madam — ^my Lady Constance ! 

Im. What voice is that ? 

Fail. A word in private, or you are undone 

Pray step aside. 

Burr. Where are you, madam ? 

Isa. Immediately, Sir Timorous.' 

FaU. You are mistaken, madam ; 'tis not Sir Ti- 
morous, but Burr in his clothes ; he has stripped the 
knight, gagged him, and locked him up. 

Isa. Failer? 

Fail. The same. I could not but prevent your 
unhappiness, though I hazard my person in the dis- 
covery, I vow to gad, madam. 

Burr. Who's that talks to you, my Lady Con- 
stance? 

Isa^ A maid of my acquaintance, that's come to 
take her leave of me before I marry ; the poor soul 
does so pity me. 

Burr. How will that maid lie, thinking of you 
and me to-night ! 

Isa. Has he the key about him ? [To Faileb. 

Fail. I think so, madam. 

Im. Could not you possibly pick his pocket, and 
give me the key ? then let me alone to release Sir 
Timorous ; and you shall be witness of the wedding. 

Fail. Egad, you want your cousin Isabella's wit 
to bring that to pass, madam. 

Isa. I warrant you, my own wit will serve to 
fool Burr — and you too, or I am much deceived. 

[Aside. 

Fail. I am a little apprehensive of the rascal's 
fingers, since I felt them last ; and yet my fear has 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



06 THE WILD GALLANT, ACT V. 

not power to resist the sweet temptation of ns- 
venge, — I vow to gad I'll try, madam. 

Isa. Never fear ; let me alone to keep him busy. 

Burr. Come, madam, and let me take off these 
tasteless kisses the maid gave you ; may we not join 
lips before we are married ? 

Isa. No ; fie. Sir Timorous. 

[^They struggle a Utile ^ and in that time 
Yail^evl picks his pocket of the key. 

Fail. I have it — here it is ^now, shift for your- 
self, as I'll do ; I'll wait you in the alley. \^Exit. 

Isa. SirTimorous, pray go into my chamber, and 
make no noise till I return ; I'll but fetch the little 
man of God, and follow you in a twinkling. 

Burr. There's no light, I hope ? 

Isa. Not a spark. 

Burr. For to light me to the mark \^Exit. 

Isa. What a scowering have X 'scaped to-night ! 
Fortune, 'tis thou hast been ingenious for me ! Al- 
lons, Isabella ! Courage ! now to deliver my knight 
from the enchanted castle. [Exit. 

jBwfer LovEBY, ledhy Setstone, antickly habited; 
with a torch in one hand, and a wand in the other. 

Lov. What art thou, that hast led me this long 
hour through lanes and alleys, and blind passages ? 

Set. I am thy genius, and conduct thee to wealth, 
fame, and honour. What thou comest to do, do 
boldly ; fear not ; with this rod I charm thee ; and 
neithei^ elf nor goblin now can harm thee. 

Lov. Well, march on ; if thou art my genius, 
thou art bound to be answerable for me ; I'll have 
thee hanged, if I miscarry. 

Set. Fear not, my son. 

Lov. Fear not, quotha ! then, pr'ythee, put on a 
more familiar shape ^One of us two stinks ex- 
tremely. Pr^ythee, do not come so near me ; I do 
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not love to iMve my face bteached like a tiffany 
with thy tmmstone. 

S^. Fear not, but follow me. 

Lav. 'Faith, I hare no great mind to't ; I am some- 
what godly at present; mxt stay a month longer, and 
rU be proud and fitter for thee. In the mean time, 
pr'ythee, stay thy stomach with some Dutchman ; 
an Hollander, with butter, will fiy rarely in hell. 

Set. Mortal, 'tis now too late for a retreat ; go 
on, and live ; step back, and thou art mine. 

Lav. So I am, nowever, first or last ; but for once 
ril trust thee. lEadt. 

SCENE II. 

2%^ scene opens, and discovers Constance, and a 
Parson bjf her ; she habited like Fortune. 

Enter again. 

Set. Take here the mighty queen of good and ill, 
Fortune ; first marry, then enjoy thy fill 
Of lawful pleasures ; but depart ere morn ; 
Slip from her bed, or else thou shalt be torn 
Piecemeal by fiends ; thy blood caroused in bowls, 
And thy four quarters blown to the top of Paul's. 

Lav. By your favour, I'll never venture. Is mar- 
rying the business ? I'll none, I thank you. 

[^Here Constance whispers Setstonje. 

Set. Fortune will turn her back if twice denied. 

Lav. Why, she may turn her girdle too on t'other 
side.* This is the devil ; I will not venture on her. 

i&fcFearnot; she swears thou shalt receiveno harm. 

Lav. Ay, if a man durst trust her ; but the devil 
is got into such an ill name of lying — 

Set. Whene'er you are not pleased, it shall be 
lawful to sue out your divorce. 

~ ' \ — ' 

* A usual cxprMskm of incUfoence for a man's displeasure. 
VOL II. G 
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Lw. Ay, but where shall I get a lawyer? there 
you are aforehand with me; you have retained 
most of them already. For the &voura I have re* 
oeived, I am very mudi her servant ; but, in the 
way of matrimony, Mr Parson there can tell you 
'tis an ordinance, and must not be entered into 
without mature deliberation. Besides, marriages, 
you know, are made in heaven ; and that I am sure, 
this was not. 

Set. She bids you then, at least, restore that gold, 
which she too lavishly poured out on you, imthank- 
ful man. 

Lov. Faith, 1 have it not at present ; 'tis all gone, 
as I am a sinner. But, 'tis gone wickedly ; all spent 
in the devil her father's service. 

Set Where is the grateful sense of all your fa- 
vours ? — 
Come, fiends, with flesh*hooks, tear the wretch in 

pieces. 
And bear his soul upon your leather wings. 
Below the fountain of the dark abyss ! 

Lov. What, are you a-conjuring ? If you are good 
at that sport, I can conjure as well as you— — 

[Draws his sword. 

Const. Hold ; for Heaven's sake, hold ! I am no 
spirit ; touch but my hand ; ghosts have no flesh 
and blood. [Discovering. 

Loc. My Lady Constance ! I began to suspect it 
might be a trick, but never could imagine, you the 
author. It seems you are desirous I should father 
this kans en helder here ? 

Const. I know not how, without a blush, to tell 
you, it was a cheat I practised for your love. 

Set. A mere tympany, sir, raised by a cushion ; 
you see 'tis gone already. 

Canst. Setstone was sent to have acquainted you ; 
but, by the way, unfortunately missed you. 

Lav. 'Twas you, then, that supplied me all this 
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while with money? pretty familiar, I hope-to make 
thee amends ere I sleep to-night. — Come, parson, 
pr'ythee make haste and join us. I long to be out 
of her debt, poor rogue. 

\^The Parson taxes them to ihe side of the stage; - 
they turn their backs to the audience^ while he 
mumbles to them. 
Set I'll be the derk ; Amen— Give you joy, Mr 
Bridegroom, and Mrs Bride. 
Lav. Const. Thanks, honest Setstone. 
[Bibber, Frances, oTMiffffVfnctnVAcm/. They play. 
Music. Gk)d give your worship a good even, Mr 
Loveby. 

Const. Hai-k ! what noise is that ! — Is this music 
of your providing, Setstone ? ^ 

Set. Alas, madam, I know nothing of it. 
Lov. We are betrayed to your father; but the 
best on*t is, he comes too late to hinder us.— Fear 
not, madam. Til bear you through them all. 

[Ajs they rush out. Bibber, Frances, and Mu- 
sic are entering in; Bibqer and Frances are 
beaten down. — Exeunt Loveby, Const ance^ 
Setstone, and Parson. 
AU cry out. Oh, the devil ! the devil ! the devil ! 
Bib. Lord bless us, where are you, Frahces ? 
Fran. Here, William ! This is a judgment, as 
they say, upon you, William, for trusting wits, and 
Gilmig gentlemen to the tavern, William. 

Bib. No; 'twas a judgment upon you, for desi- 
ring preferment at court, Frances. Let's call up 
the watch, and Justice Trice, to have the house 
searched. 

Fran. Ay, ay ; there's more devils there, I war- 
rant you. ^ lExeunt 

£«<er Loveby, Constance, aurfSETSTONE again. 
Lav. It' was certainly Will Bibber and his wife. 
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with music ; for, now 1 remember myself, I 'p<»i(^ 
ed him this hour at your feather's house. But we 
frighted them worse than they fidghted us. 

Const. Our parson ran away too, when they cried 
out the devil ! 

Lav. He was the wiser ; for if the devil had come 
indeed, he has preached so long against him, it 
would have gone hard with him. 

Set. Indeed, I have always observed parsons to 
be more fearful of the devil than other people. 

JLov. Oh, the devil's the spirit, and the parson's 
the ^esh ; and betwixt those two there must be a 
war. Yet, to do them both right, I think, in my 
conscience, they quarrel only like lawyers for their 
fees, and meet good friends in private, to laugh ^t 
their clients. 

Const. I saw him run in at my cousin Isabella's 
chamber door, which was wide open ; I believe she's 
returned. We'll fetch a light from the gallery, £^nd 
give her joy. 

Xoa Why, is she manied, madam ? 

Const, ril tell you as we go. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Burr and the Parson enter ^ meeting in the dc^. 

JBurr. My Lady Constance, are you come again ? 
That's well ; I have waited sufficiently for you in 
the dark. 

Piar. Help, help, help, good Christian people ! 
the devil, the devil's here I 

JBurr. 'Tis I, madam ; what do you mean ? 

Par. Avoid, Satan ! avoid, avoid ! 

Burr. What have I here, the hairy woman ?-~ 

Ent^r LovEBY and Constance, with the l^ki. 
Ha! yonder's my Lady Constance! Who have I 
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got ? a stbne-priest^ b^ this good light. How's this, 
Loveby too ! 

IjOv. Burr a-be£lting my refverehd clergy ? What 
makes you here at this unseasonable hour ? I'll 
knpw your business. \_Draws. 

Itutf. Will you, sii* ? {TheyJ^ht. 

Const Set. Par. Help, itxtirder, murder ! 

Enter y at one door^ Trice drunks with the Watch ; 
Bibber and t'RA^CES JoUowing ,*^ at ike other, 
Nonsuch and Servants, and Failer. 

Hon. Murder, murder ! beat down their weapons. 
Will you murder Sir Timorous, Mr Loreby ?— ^ 
[They disarm fto^.]— Sir Timorous ?-^^ha, Btirr ! 
Thieves, thieves ! — sit down, good Mr Justice, and 
take their Examinations. Now I shall know how 
my money went. 

Trice. They shall have Justice, I warrant thdm. 
{^Gma to sit, and missed the chair. 

Bib. The justii^e is almost dead-driink; my lord. 

Fran. But an't please your worships my lord, this 
is not the worst sight that we have seen here to- 
night in your worship's house; we met three or four 
hugeous ugly devils, with eyes like saucers, th^tt 
threfw down my husband, that threw down me, 
that made my heart so panck ever smce, as they 
say! — 

Non. The devil again in ray house ? 

IjOv. Nay, here he was, that's certain ; he brought 
me hither, I know not how myself, and married 
me; Mr Setstone there can justify it. But the best 
is, I have a charm about me, that will lay him yet 
ere midnight. 

Fail. And I vow to gad, my Icwrd, I know as little 
how I came hither as any man. 

JB'urr. Nor I. 

Trke. Nor I. 
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Ijw. No, I dare swear do*st thou not, Mr Justice. 

Trke. But I wonder how the devil durst come 
into our ward, when he knows I have been at the 
duties of— my family— this evening. 

Enter one of He Wiatck, with Timorous and 
. Isabella. 

WatcK An please your worship, I met this couple 
in the street late, and so, seeing them to be a man 
and woman, I brought them along with me, upon 
suspicion of felony together. 

Fran. This is the proud minx, that sought shel- 
ter in my house this afternoon, Mr Justice. 

Fail. Sir Timorous and Madam Isabella ! I vow 
to gad, we are undone. Burr. 

Isa. Do not you know, me, Mr Justice ? 

Ijo^. Justice is blind, he knows nobody. 

Isa. My name is Isabella. 

Fran. No, thy name is Jezebella ; I warrant you, 
there's none but rogues and papists would be abroad 
at this time of night. 

jBift. Itold, Frances. 

Trice. She's drunk, I warrant her, as any beast 
I wonder, woman, you do not consider what a cry- 
ing sin drunkenness is. Whom do you learn it from 
in our parish ? I am sure you never see me worse. 

Isa. Burr and Failer, acknowledge yourselves a 
couple of recreant knights. Sir Timorous is mine. 
I have won him in fair field from you. 

Const. Give you joy, cousin, give you joy ! 

Lm. Married! 

Isa. And in Diana's grove, boy. 

Jj&o. Why, 'tis fine, by Heaven ; 'tis wondrous 
fine, as the poet goes on sweetly. 

Tim. I am sure they had gagged me, and bound 
me, and stripped me almost stanc naked, and locked 
me up as fast as a butterfly, 'till she came and made 
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me a man again ; and therefore I have reason to 
love her the longest day I have to live. 

laa. Ay, and the longest night too, or you are to 
blame. And you have one argument 1 love you, if 
the proverb be true, for I took you almost in your 
bare shirt. 

JSurr. So much for iis, Failer 1 

Const Well, my lord, it had as good out at first 
as at last. I must beg your lordship^s blessing for 
this gentleman and myself. {^JBoth kneel. 

Non. Why, you are not married to him, I hope ! 
he's married to the devil. 

Lao. 'Twas a white devil of your lordship's get- 
ting, then ; Mr Setstone and the reverend here can 
witness it. 

Set. Par. We must speak truth, my lord. 

Non. Would I had another child for your sake ! 
you should ne'er see a penny of my money. 

Lov. Thank you, my lord; but methinks 'tis 
much better as it is. 

Isa. Come, nuncle, 'tis in vain to hold out, now 
'tis past remedy. 'Tis like the last act of a play, ' 
%vhen people must marry ; and if fathers will not 
consent then, they jshould throw oranges at them 
fi-om the galleries. Why should you stand off, to 
keep us from a dance ? 

Non. But there's one thing still that troubles me ; 
that's her great belly, and niy own too. 

Const. Nay, for mine, my lord, 'tis vanished al- 
ready ; 'twas but a trick to catch the old one. 

Lov. But I'll do my best ; she shall not be long 
without another. 

Isa. But as for your great belly, nuncle, I know 
no way to rid you on't, but by talung out your guts. 

Lov. Tis such a pretty smart rascal, 'tis well I 
am pleased with my own choice; but I could have 
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got sudi Hectors, and poets, and gamesters, out of 
thee !— 

Canst. No, no ; two wits could never have lived 
well together ; want would have so sharpened you 
upon one another. 

Isa. A wit should naturally be joined to a for- 
tune ; by the same reason your vintners feed their 
hungry wines. 

Const. And if Sir Timorous and I had married, 
we two fortunes must have built hospitals with our 
money ; we could never have spent it else. 

Lov. Or what think you of paying courtiers* 
debts with it ? 

Isa. Well, to shew I am in charity with my ene- 
mies, I'll make a motion : While we are in town, 
let us hire a large house, and live together. Burr 
iand Faile r ■ ■ 

Fail* Shall be utterly discarded ; I knew 'twould 
come to that, I vow to gad. 

Isa. Shall be our guests. 

[BxjKB and Failer throw up their caps, and 
cry, Vive Madam Isabella ! 

Lov. And Bibber shall make our wedding clothes 
without trusting. 

Bib. No, henceforward I'll trust none but landed 
men, and such as have houses and apple-trees in the 
country, now I have got a place in the custom- 
house. 

Fran. Nothing vexes me, but that this flirting 

gentlewoman should go before me ; but I'll to the 
erald's office, and see whether thequeoi's majesty's 
dresser should not take place of any knight's wife 
in Christendom. 

Bib. Now all will out — ^no more, good Frances* 
Fran. I will speak, that I will, so I mtHI. What ! 
shall I be a dresser to the queen's majesty, and no- 
body must know on't ? I'll send Mr Church -warden 
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word on't ; and^ gentlemen, when you come to St 
Bride's church (if ever you come to church, gentle- 
men,) you shall see me in the pew thafs next the 
pulpit ; thank Mr Loveby's warship for it. 

L&o. Spare your thanks, good landlady ; for the 
truth is, they came too late, the place is gone ; and 
so is yours, W ill ; but you shall have two hundred 
pounds for one, if that will satisfy you. 

Fran. This is bitter news, as they say. 

Lov. Cheer up thv wife. Will. Where are the 
fiddles ? A dance should do it. 

Bib* I'll run and call them. 

Im. I have found out that, will comfort her.— 
Henceforward I christen her by the name of Ma- 
dam Bibber. 

AU. A Madam Bibbar, a Madam Bibber ! 

. Fran. Why, I thank you, swedi gentlemen and 
ladies ; this is a cordial to my drooping spirits^ I 
confess I was a little eclipsed ; but I'U dieer wp with 
abundance of love, aa they say. Strike up, fiddles. 

Lw. Thafs a good wench. 

DANCB. 

Trice. Tfaii» tnusic and a Mi^ nod has reobvered 
me. ril in, and provide for the sack posset. . 

Non. To bedt ta bed ; 'tis late. Son Xoveby^ get 
me a boy to-night, and Til settle tittle thousi»id a- 
year upon him the first day he calls me grandsire. 

Lov. Ill do my best. 
To make the bargain sure before I sleep. 
Where love and money strike, the blow goes deep. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE, 

WHEN IT WAS FIEST ACTED. 



TiHi Wild GaUani has quite plav'd out his game ; 

He's married now, and that will make him tame ; 

Or if you think marriage will not reclaim him. 

The critics swear they'U damn him, but they'll tame him. 

Yet, though our poet's threaten'd most by these^ 

They are the only people he can please : 

For he, to humour them, has shewn to-day. 

That which they only like, a wretched play : 

But though his play be HI, here have been shown . 

The greatest wits, and beauties of the town ; 

And his occasion having brought you here. 

You are too grateful to become severe. 

There is not any per^n h^e so mean. 

But he may freely judge each act and scene : 

But if you bid him chuse his judges, then. 

He boldly names true English gentlemen : 

For he ne'er thought a handsome garb or dress 

So ffreat a crim^ to make their judgment less : 

And with these gallants be these ladies joins. 

To judge that language, their converse refines. 

But if tiieir censures Siould condemn his play. 

Far from diluting, be does only pray 

He may Leander's destinjr obtain : 

Now spare him, drown him when he comes again. 
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WHEN REVIVED. 



Op all ikamatic writings Comic Wit, 

As 'tis the best, so, 'tis most hard to hit; 

For it lies all in level to the eve. 

Where all may judge, and eadi defect may spy. 

Humour is tliat^ which every day we meet» 

And therefore known as every public street ; 

In which, if e'er th^poet go astrav. 

You all can point, 'twas there he lost his way. 

But, what's so common, to make pleasant too. 

Is more than any wit can always do. 

For 'tis like Turks, with hen and rice to treat ; 

To make regalios out of common meat 

But, in yxmr diet, you grow savages : 

Nothing but human flesh your taste can please; 

And, as their feasts with slaughtered alaves began. 

So you, at each new play, must have a man. 

Hither you come, as to see prises fought ; 

If no blood's drawn, you cry, the prise is naught. 

But fools grow wary now ; alid, when they see 

A poet eyeing round the compan3r. 

Straight each man for himself begins to doubt; 

They shrink like seamen when a press comes out 

Few of them will be found for piu>lic use. 

Except you charge an oaf upon each house. 

Like the train bands, and every man engage 

For a sufficient tool, to serve the stage. 

And when, with much ado, you get nim there. 

Where he in all his glory diould appear, 

Vour poets make him such rare Uungs to say. 

That he's more wit than any man i' th' play ; 

But of so ill a mingle with the rest. 

As when a parrot's taught to break a jest 

Thus, aiming to be fine, they make a show. 

As tawdry squires in countiy churches do. 
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Things well consider'd^ 'tis so hard to make 
A comedy, which should the knowing take. 
That our dull poet, in despur to please. 
Does humbly beg, by me, nis writ of ease. 
•'Tis a land-tax, which he's too poor to pay ; 
You therefore must some other impost lay. 
Would you but change, for serious plot and verse. 
This motley garniture of fool and farce. 
Nor scorn a mode, because 'tis taught at home. 
Which does, like vests, our gravity become, 
Our poet yields you shimld this play refuse ; 
As tradesmen, by the change of fashions, lose, 
With some content) their fripperies of France, 
In hope it may their staple trade advanoei 
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This play^ like that which precedes it, is a drama of intrigue, 
borrowed from the Spanish, and claiming merit only in propor* 
tion to the diversity and ingenuity of the incidents represented. 
On this point every reader can decide for himself; and it would 
be an invidious task to point out blemishes, where, to own the 
truth, there are but few beauties. The ease with which the af- 
fections of almost every female in the drama are engrossed by 
Gonsalvo, and afterwards transferred to the lovers, upon whom 
the winding up of the plot made it necessary to devolve them, 
will, it is probable, strike every reader as unnatural. In truth, 
when the aepraved appetite of the public re(|uires to be gratified 
by trick and bustle, instead of nature and sentiment, authors must 
sacrifice the probable, as well al the simple, process of events. 

The author seems principally to have valued himself oji this 
piece, because it contams some scenes executed in rhvme, in what 
was then called the heroic manner. Upon this opmion, which 
Dryden lived to retract, I have ventured to offer my sentiments 
in the Life of the Author. In other respects, though not slow in 
perceiving and avouching his own merit, our author seems to con- 
sider the ** Rival Ladies" as no very successful dramatic effort. 

The ^' Rival Ladies" is supposed to have been first acted in 
1663, and was certainly published in the year following. Of its 
success we know nothing particular. It is probable, the flowing 
verse, into which some part of the dialogue is thrown, with the 
strong point and antithesis, which distinguishes Dryden's works, 
and particularly his argumentative poetry, tended to redeem the 
credit of the author of the '' Wild Gallant" 
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TO 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

ROGER, 

EARL OF ORRERY * 



MY LORDf 

This worthless present was designed you long be* 
fore it was a play ; when it was only a confused 
mass of thoughts, tumbling over one another in the 
dark ; when the fancy was yet in its first work, 
moving the sleeping images of things towards the 
light, there to be distinguished, and then either 
chosen or rejected by the judgment ; it was yours, 

* This celebrated person was fifth son of Richard Boyle^ 
known by the title of the great Earl of Cork. His first title was 
Lord Broghill^ under which he distinguii^ed himself in Irdand. 
Cromwell, although his lordship was a noted royalist^ and in ac- 
tual correspondence with the exiled monarchy had so much Gonfi-* 
dence in his honour and talents, that he almost compelled him to 
«ct asLord Lieutenant of that kingdom, under the stipulation that 
he was to come under no oaths^ and only to act against the re- 
bel Irish, then the common enemy. He was instrumental in the 
Restoration, and created Earl of Orrery by Charles II. in 1060. 
He deserved Dryden's panegyric in every respect, except as a 
poet— the very character, however, in which he is most compli- 
mented, and perhaps was best pleaded to be so. He wrote, 1st, 
The Art of War— 2d, Parthenissa, a romance— 3d, Some Poems 
— 4th, Eight Plays— 5th, State Tracts. 
VOL. n. . H 
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my lord, before I could call it mine. And, I con« 
fess, in that first tumult of my thoughts, the^e ap- 
peared a disorderly kind of beauty in some of them^ 
which gave me hope, something, worthy my Lord 
of Orrery, might be drawn from them : But I was 
then in that eagerness of imagination, which, by 
overpleasing fanciful men, flatters them into the 
danger of writing ; so that, when 1 had moulded it 
into that shape it now bears, I looked with such 
disgust upon it, ^hat the censures of our severest 
critics are charitable to what I thought (and still 
think) of it myself. It is so far from me to believe 
this perfect, that I am apt to conclude our best 
plays are scarcely so ; for the stage being the re- 
presentation of the world, and the actions in it, how 
can it be imagined, that the picture of human life 
can be more exact than life itself is ? He may be al- 
lowed sometimes to err, who undertakes to move so 
many characters and humours, as are requisite in a 
play, in those narrow channels which are proper to 
each of them ; to conduct his imaginary persons 
through so many various intrigues and chances, as 
the labouring audience shall think them lost under 
every billow ; and then, at length, to work them so 
naturally out of their distresses, that, when the 
whole plot is laid open, the spectators may rest sa- 
tisfied, that every cause was powerful enough to 
produce the effect it had ; and that the whole chain 
of them was with such due order linked together, 
that the first accident would naturally beget the 
second, till they all rendered the conclusion neces- 
sary. 

i These difficulties, my lord, may reasonably ex- 
cuse the errors of my undertaking ; but for this con- 
fidence of my dedication, I have an argument, which 
is too advantageous for me not to publish it to the 
world. It is the kindness your lordship has conti- 
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nrually she^^ to all my writings. You have been 
pleased, my lord, they should sometimes cross the 
Irish seas^ to kiss your hands ; which passage (con- 
trary to the experience of others) I have fouiid the 
least dangerous in the world. Your favour has 
shone upon me at a remote distance, without the 
least knowledge of my person ; and (like the in- 
fluence of the heavenly bodies) you have done good, 
without knowing tp whom you did it. It is this 
virtue in your lordi^ip, which emboldens me to this 
attempt ; for, did I not consider you as my patron, 
I have little reason to desire you for my judge ; and 
should appear with as much awe before you in the 
reading, as I had when the full theatre sat upon the 
action. For, who could so severely judge of faults 
as he, who has given testimony he commits none ? 
Your excellent poems have afforded that knowledge 
of it to the world, that your enemies are ready to 
upbraid you with it, as a crime fcxr a man of busi- 
ness to write so weU. Neither durst I have justified 
your IcMrdship in it, if examples of it had not been 
in the world before you ; if Xenophon had not writ- 
t^i a romance, and a certain Roman, called Augus- 
tus Ccesar^ a tragedy, and epigrams. But their 
writing was the entertainment of their pleasure ; 
yours i& only a diversion of your pain. The muses 
have seldom employed your thoughts, but when 
some violent fit of the gout has snatched you firom 
afiairs of state ; and, l^e the priestess of Apollo, 
you never come to deliver his oracles, but unwil- 
lingly, and in torment. So that we are obliged to 
your lordship's misery for our delight : You treat 
us with the cruel pleasure of a Turkish triumph, 
where those, who cut and wound their bodies, sing 
songs of victory as they pass, and divert others with 
their own sufferings. Other men endure their dis- 
eases— ypur lordsUp only can enjoy them. Plot- 
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ting and writing in this kind are certainly more 
troublesome employments than many which ^gnify 
more, and are of greater moment in the world : 
The fancy, memory, and judgment, are then ex- 
tended (like so many limbs) upon the rack ; all of 
them reaching with thdr utmost stress at nature ; 
aihing so almost infinite and boundless, a& can ne- 
ver fully be comprehended, but where the images 
of all things are always present Yet I wonder not 
your lordship succeeds so well in this attempt ; the 
knowledge of men is your daily practice in the 
world ; to work and bend their stubborn minds, 
which go not all after the same grain, but each of 
them so particular a way, that t£e same common 
humours, in several persons, must be wrought upon 
by several means. Thus, my lord, your sickness 
is but the imitation of your health ; the poet but 
subordinate to the statesman in you ; you still go- 
vern men with the same address, and manage busi^ 
ness with the same prudence ; blowing it here (as 
in the world) the due increase and growth, till it 
comes to the just height ; and then turning it when 
it is fully ripe, and nature calls out, as it were, to 
be defivered. With this only advantage of ease to 
you in your poetry, that you have fortune here at 
your commafid ; with which wisdom does ofkea un- 
successfully struggle in the world. Here is no diance 
which you have not foreseen ; all your heroes are 
more than your subjects, they are your oreatures ; 
and though they s6em to move £reely in all the sal- 
lies of their passions, yet you make destinies for 
them, which they cannot shun. They are moved 
(if I may dare to say so) like the rational creatures 
of the Almighty Poet, who walk at libertv, in their 
own opinion, because their fetters are invisible; 
when,indeed,the prison of their will is Jhe more sure 
for being large ; and, instead of an absolute power 
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over their actions^ thev have only a wretched de- 
sire of doing that, which they cannot chuse but do.* 
. I have dwelt, py lord, thus long upon your wri- 
ting, not because you deserve not greater and more 
noble comdaendations, but because I am not equally 
able to express them in other subjects. Like an 
iU swimmer, I have willingly staid long in my own 
depth ; and though I am eager of performing more, 
yet am loth to venture out beyond mv knowledge : 
for beyond your poetry, my lord, aU is ocean to 
me. To speak of you as a soldier, or a statesman, 
were only to betray my own ignorance; and I could 
hope no better success from it, than that misera- 
ble rhetorician had, who sdiemiJiy dedaimed bef<n*e 
Hannibal, of the conduct of armies, and the art of 
war. I can only say, in general, that the souls of 
other men shine out at little crannies : they under- 
stand scxne one thing, perhaps, to admiration, while 
they are darkened on all the other parts ; but your 
Icnrdship's soul is an entire globe of light, breaking 
out on every side ; and if I have only discovered 
<Hie beam of it, it is not that the light fitlls un- 
equally, but because the body, which receives it, is 
of unequal parts. 

The acknowledgment of which is a fair occasion 
offered me, to retire from the consideration of your 
lordship to that of myself. I here present you, my 
lord, with that in print, which you had the good- 
ness not to dislike upon the stage ; and account it 
happy to have met you here in England ; it being, 
at best, like small wines, to be drunk out upon the 
place, and has not body enough to endure the sea. 



* The Earl of Orrery was author of several plays. If the reader 
is not disposed to admits that his habit of oomi>osing thein^ when 
tormented by the gout, enhanced their value, it may be allowed 
to apologize for their faults. 
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I know not whether I have been so careful of the 

£lot and language as I ought ; but, for the latter, I 
ave endeavoured to write Engl^^h, as near as 1 
could distinguish it from the tongue of pedants, 
and that of affected travellers. Only I am sony 
that (speaking so noble a language as we do) we 
have not a more certain measure of it, as they* have 
in France, where they have an academy erected for 
that purpose, and endowed with large privileges by 
the present king. I wish we might at length leave 
to borrow words from other nations, which is now 
a wantonness in us, not a necessity ; but so long as 
some affect to speak them, there will not want others 
who will have the boldness to write them. 

But I fear,' lest, defending the received words, 
I shall be accused for following the new way ; I 
mean, of writing scenes in verse. Though, to speak 
properly, it is not so much a new way amongst us, 
as an old way new revived ; for, many years before 
Shakspeare^s plays, was the tragedy of Queen Gk>r- 
boduc, in English verse, written by that famous 
Lord Buckhurst,aflerwardsEarl of Dorset,and pro- 
genitor to that excellent person, who (as he inherits 
his soul and title) I wish may inherit his'good for- 
tune.* But, supposing our countrymen had not re- 



* The tragedy of Ferrex and Perrex (which is the proper title) 
was written by Thomas Sackville, Lord Buckhurst^ afterwards 
Earl of Dorset, and Thomas Norton, a barrister-at-law. In Sack- 
ville's part of the play, '^hich comprehends the two last acts^ 
there is some poetry worthy of the author of the sublime Intro- 
duction to the Mirror of Magistrates. While both the authors 
were out of England, one Wnliam Griffiths published a spurious 
copy, under the title of Gorboduc, the name of one of the prin- 
cipiu personages, who is no^^ however, queen, but king of England. 
But} what was a wider mistake, considering Dryden's purpose of 
mentioning the work, it is not written in rhyme» but in blank 
verse, excepting the chorusses, which are in stanzas of six lines. 
The name of the queen is Videna. Sir Philip Sydney 8«\ys, " Got- 
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oeived this writiDg till of late ; shall we oppose our- 
selves to the most polished and civilized nations of 
£urope ? Shall we, with the same singularity, op* 
pose the world in this, as most of us do in pronoun- 
cing Latin ? Or do we desire that the l»und, which 
Barclay has (I hope unjustly) laid upon the English, 
should stiQ continue ? Af^ sues ae sua omnia im^ 
pense mirantur ; cateraa nationes despectui habenU 
All the Spanish and Italian tragedies I have yet 
seen, are writ in rhyme. For the French, I do not 
name them, because it is the fate of our countrymen 
to admit little of theirs among us, but the basest of 
their men, the extravagancies of their fashions^ and 
the firippery c^ their merchandise. Shakspeare (who, 
with some errors not to be avoided in tiiat age, had 
undoubtedly a larger soul of poesy than ever any of 
our nati(Hi) was the first who, to shun the pains of 
continual rhyming, invented* that kind of writing 
whidi we call blauK verse, but the French, more pro- 
perly, j^ro^e mesure ; into which the EngUsh tongue 
so naturally slides, that, in writing prose, it is hardly 
to be avoided. And therefore, I admire some men 
should perpetually stumble in a way so easy, and, 
inverting the order of their words, constantly dose 
their lines witli verbs, which, though commended 
sometimes in writing Latin, yet we w^e whipt at 
Westminster if we used it twice together. I knew 
some, who, if they were to write in blank verse. Sir, 
I ask your pardon, would think it sounded more he- 
rcncally to write. Sir, I your pardon a^k. I should 
judge him to have little command of English, whom 

boduc is full of statdy speeches and well sounding phrases, climb- 
ing up to the height of Seneqa his style, and as fiill of notable 
moraUty, whidi it doth most delightfully teach, and thereby ob- 
tain the very end of poetry." 

* This is a mistake. Marlow, ^nd several other dramatic au- 
thors, used blank verse before ^e days of Shakspeare. *' * 
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the necessity of a rhymd should fotioe oRkn npon 
this rock ; though sometimes it cannot easily be 
avoided ; ^nd indeed this is the only inoonveniaice 
with which rhyme c&n be charged. This is that 
which makes them say, rhyme is not natural, it be-» 
ing only so, when the poet either makes it vicioUft 
choice of words, or places them, for rhyilie sake, so 
unnaturally, as no man would in ordinary speaking; 
but when it is so judiciously ordered, that the fitst 
word in the verse seems to beget the second, and 
that the i^xt^ till that becomes the last word in the 
line, which in the negligence of prose would be so ; 
it must then be granted, rhyme has all the advan- 
tages of prose, besides its own. But the excellence 
and dignity of it were never .fully known tiU Mr 
Waller taught it ; he first made writing easily an 
art ; first shewed us to conclude the sense, most 
commonly in distichs, which, in the verse of those 
before him, runs on for so many lines together, that 
the reader is out of breath to overtake it. This 
sweetness of Mr Waller's lyric poesy was afterwards 
fdlowed in the epic by Sir John Denham, in his 
Cooper's-Hill, a poem which, your lordship knows, 
for uie majesty of the style, is, and ever will be, the 
exact standard of good writing. But if we owe the 
invention of it to Mr Waller, we are acknowled- 
ging for the noblest use of it to Sir William lyAve- 
nant, who at once brought it iipon the stage, and 
made it perfect, in the Siege of Rhodes. 

The advantages which rhyme has over blank 
verse are so many, that it were lost time to name 
them. Sir Philip Sidney, in his Defence of Poesy, 
gives us one, which, in my opinion, is not the least 
considerable ; I mean the help it brings to memory, 
which rhyme so knits up, by the affinity of sounds, 
that, by remembering the last word in one line, we 
often call to mind both the verses. Then, in the 
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quidiness of Repartees, {which iti disooui'sive scenes 
fall Teiy ofben,) it has so patticalar a grace, and is 
so aptly suited to them/tfaat the sudden smartqess 
of the answer^ c^d the sweetness of the rhyme, set 
off the beauty of each other. But that benefit 
whidi I consider most in it, because I hate not sel^^ 
dom found it, is, that it bounds and dreumscribes 
the fiincy. For imagination in a poet is a faculty 
so wild and lawless, tiiat, Hke an lugh-ranging spa- 
niel, it must have dogs tied to it, lest it but- run the 
judgmeiit The great easiness of blank verse ren- 
ders the poelt too luxuriant ; he is tempted to say 
many things, which might better be omitted, or at 
least shut up in fewer words ; but when the diffi- 
culty of artful liiyming is interposed, where the 
poet commonly confines his sense to his couplet, 
and must contrive that sense into such words, that 
the rhyme shall naturally follow them, not they the 
rhyme ; the fancy then gives leisure to the judg- 
ment to come in, which, seeing so heavy a tax im- 
posed, is ready to cut off all unnecessary expences. 
This last consideration has already answered an ob- 
jection which some have made, that rhyme is only 
an embroidery of sense, to make that, which is ordi- 
nary in itself, pass for excellent with less examina- 
tion. But certainly, that, which most regulates the 
fancy, and gives the judgment its busiest employ- 
ment, is like to bring forth the richest and clearest 
thoughts. The poet examines that most, which he 
produceth with the greatest leisure, and which, he 
knows, must pass the severest test of the audience, 
because they are aptest to have it ever in their me- 
mory ; as the stomach makes the best concoction, 
when it strictly embraces the nourishment, and 
takes account of every little particle as it passes 
through. But, as the best medicines may lose their 
virtue, by being ill applied, so is it with verse, if a 
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fit subject be not chosen for it Neidi^ must ike 
argument alon^ but the characters and persons^ be 
great and^oble; otherwise, (as Scaliger says of 
Claudian) the poet will be ignobUiore materid de- 
presstis. The scenes, which, in my opinion, most 
commend it, are those of argumentation and dis- 
course, on the result of which the doing or not 
doing^some considerable action should depend. 

But, my lord, though I have more to say upon 
this subject, yet I must remember, it is your lord- 
ship to whom I speak ; who have much better com- 
mended this way by your writing in it, than I can 
do by writing foif it. Where my reasons cannot 
prevail, I am sure your lordship's example must« 
Your rhetoric has gained my cause ; at least the 
greatest part of my design has already succeeded to 
my wish, which was to interest so noble a person 
in the quarrel, and withal to testify to the world 
how happy I esteem myself in the h<mour of being. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship's most humble, 

and most obedient servant, 

John Deyden. 
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TiB much desired, you judges of the town 
Would pass a vote to put all proloffues down ; 
For who can shew, me^ since ihej first were writ« 
They e'er converted one hard-hearted wit ? 
Yet the world's mended well ; in former days 
Oood prologues were as scarce as now good plays* 
For the reforming poets of our age, ^ 

In this first charge, spend their poetic rage. 
Expect no more when once the prologue's done ; 
The wit is ended ere the play's hegun* 
You now have hahits, dances, scenes, and rh3rmes ; 
High language often ; ay, and sense, sometimes. 
As for a dear contrivance, douht it not ; 
They blow out candles to give light to th' plot. 
And for surprise, two bloody-minded men 
Fight till they die, then rise and dance again. 
Such deep intrigues you're welcome to this day : 
But blame yourselves, not him who writ the play ; 
Though his plot's dull, as can be well desired. 
Wit stiff as any you have e'er admired : « 

He's bound to please, not to write well ; and knows. 
There is a mode in plays as well as clothes ; 
Ther^bre, kind judges 

A Second Prologue enters. 



Hold ; would you admit 



For judges all you see within the pit ? 

1. Whom would he then except, or on what score ? 

2. All, who (like him) have writ ill plays before ; 
For tney, like thieves condemned, are hangmen made. 
To execute the members of their trade* 

All that are writing now he would disown. 
But then he must except— even all the town ; 
All cholerick, losing gamesters, who, in spite. 
Will damn to-day, because they lost last night ; 
All servants, whom their mistress' scorn upbraids ; 
AH' maudlin lovers, and all slighted maids; 
All, who are out of humour, or severe ; 
All, that want wit, or hope to find it here. 
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DRAMATIS PEBSONiE. 

Dox GoNSALYO D£ P£BALTA, a j/oung gentleman 
newly arrivedfram Oie Indie^^ in lave with Jitlia. 

Don Rodobigo de Sylva, in hve with the same 
lady. 

Don Manuel de Torres, brother to Julia. 

Julia, elder sister to Don Manuel, promised to 

RODORIGO. 

HoNORiA, younger sister to Don Manuel, disgui- 
sed in the habit of a man^ and going by the name 
ofHivvoLirOf in love tvith Gonsalvo. 

ANO£LiNA,^fer toDoNRoDORiGO,f» man's habit, 
likewise in love with Gonsalvo, and going by the 
name ^ Amideo, 

Servants f Robbers, Seamen, and Mashers. 
SCEHE^AUcant. 
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THE 

RIVAL LADIES. 



ACT I. 

SCENE L^J Wood. 

Enter Gonsalvo and a Servant. 

Gms. Nay, 'twas a strange as well as cruel storm. 
To take us almost in the port of Sevile, 
And drive us up as far as Barcelona. 
The whole Plate fleet was scatter'd, some part 

wrecked ; 
There one might see the sailors diligent 
To cast o'erboard the merchant's envied wealth. 
While he, all pale and dying, stood in doubt, 
Whether to ease the burden of the ship. 
By drowning of his ingots, or himself. 

Serv. Fortune, sir, is a woman ev«y where. 
But most upon the sea. 

Gons, Had that been all, 
I should not have complain'd ; but, ere we could 
Repair our ship, to drive us back again. 
Was such a cruelty 
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Serv. Yet that short time you staid at Barcelona 
You husbanded so well, I think you left 
A mistress there. 

G<ms. I made some small essays 

Of love ; what might have been I cannot tell 

But, to leave that, upon what part of Spain 
"Are we now cast ? 

Serv. Sir, I take that city to be Alicant. 

Gans. Some days must of necessity be spent 
In looking to our ship ; then back again 
For Sevile. 

Serv. There you're sure you shall be welcome. 

Gofis. Aye, if my brother Rodoric be returned 
From Flanders ; but 'tis now three years since I 
Have heard from him, and, since I saw him, twelve. 

Serv. Your growth, and your long absence in the 
Indies, 
Have altered you so much, he'll scarcely know you. 

Gons. I'm sure I should not him, and less my 
sister ; 
Who, when I with my uncle went this voyage. 
Was then one of these little prating ^Is, 
Of whom fond parents tell such tqdious stories. 
Well, go yott back. 

Serv. I go, sh-. 

Gons. And take care 
None of the seamen slip ashore. 

Serv. I shall, sir. [Exit S^srvant 

Crcns. I'll walk a little while among these trees> 
Now the fresh evening air bloiys from the hills. 
And breathes the sweetness of the orange flowers 
Upon me, from the gardens near the city. 

Bobbers within. 

1 Boh. I say, make sure, and kill him. 
Hip. For heaven's dear sake, have pity on my 
youth. [Within. 
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GcTis. Some violence is offered in the wood 
By robbers to a traveller : Whoe'er 
Thou art, humanity obliges me 
To give thee succour. 

Hip. Help ! ah cruel men ! [Within. 

Gons. This way, I think, the voice came ; 'tis not 
far. [Emt. 

The ScEN^i drawSf anddiscavers Hippolito bound 
to a tree^ and two Robbers by him with drawn 
swords. 

2 Rob. Strip him, and let him go. 

1 Rch. Despatch him quite ; onwith his doublet 

quickly. 
Hip. Ah me, unfortunate ! 

Enter GonISalvo, seixes the sword of one of them, 
and runs him through ; then^ after a little resist^ 
ance, disarms the other. 

2 Rob. If you have mercy in you, spare my li£? ; 
I never was consenting to a deed 

So black as murder, though my fellow urged me. 
I only meant to rob, and 1 am punish'd 
Enough, in missing of my wicked aim. 

Crons. Do they rob angels here? This sweet youth 
has 
A face so like one, which I lately saw. 
It makes your crime of kin to sacrilege. 
But live; and henceforth 
Take nobler courses to maintain your life : 
Here's something that will rescue you from want. 
Till you can find employment. 

[Gives him golds and unbinds Hippolito. 

Hip. W hat strange adventure's this ! How littie 
hoped I^ 
When thus disguised I stole from Barcelona, 
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To be relieved by brave Gonsalvo here ! [A^de. 

2 Bob, That life, you have preserved, shall still 
be yours ; 
And that you may perceive, how mudi my nature 
Is wrought upon by this your generous act. 
That goodness, you have shown to me, TU use 
To others for your sake, if you dare trust me 
A moment from your sight. 

Gam. Nay, take your sword ; 
I will not so much crush a budding virtue. 
As to suspect. {^Gives him his sword. Exit Robber. 

Sweet youth, you shall not leave me. 

Till I have seen you safe. 

Hip. You need not doubt it.— 
Alas ! I find I cannot, if I would* 
I am but freed to be a greater slave.— [Aside. 
How much am I oblig^, sir, to your valour ! 

Gons. Rather to your own sweetness, pretty youth ; 
You must have been some way preserved, though I 
Had not been near ; my aid did but prevent 
Some miracle more slowly setting out 
To save such excellence. 

Hip. How much more gladly could I hear those 
words. 
If he, that spoke them, knewhe spoke to me ! [^Aside. 

Enter the Robber again with Don Manuel, and 
Julia, bound. 

My brother and my sister prisoners too ! 
They cannot sure discover me through this 
Disguise ; however, I'll not venture it. 

[Steps behind the trees. 
2 Rob. This gentleman and lady 

[7b GoNS. privately. 
My fellows bound. [Exit Robber. 

Man. We must prepare to die ; 
This is the^ captain of tne Picarons. 
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Jvl. Methinks he looks like one ; I have a strange 
Aversion to that man ; he's fatal to me. 

Gims. I ne'er saw excellence in womankind 

\Starea on her. 
Till now, and yet discern it at the first. 
Perfection is discovered in a moment ; 
He, that ne'er saw the sun before, yet knows him. 

Jul. How the villain stares upon me ! 

Gons. Wonder prepares my soul, and then love 
enters ; 
But wonder is so dose pursued by love, 
That, like a fire, it warms as soon as bom. 

Man. If we must die, what need these circum- 
stances ? 

Jul. Heaven defend me from him ! 

Gons. Why, madam, can you doubt a rudeness 
from me ? 
Your very fears and griefs create an awe. 
Such majesty they b^r ; methinks, I see 
Your soul retired within her inmost chamber, 
Like a fair mourner sit in state, with all 
The silent pomp of sorrow round about her. 

Man. Your language does express a man, bred up 
To worthier ways than those you fpUow now. 

Crons. What does he mean ? [Aside. 

Man. If (as it seems) you love ; love is a passion. 
Which kindles honour into noble acts. 
Restore my sister^s liberty ; oblige her, 
And see what gratitude wUl work. 

Gon^. All this is stranger yet. 

Man. Whatever a brother's power 
To-morrow can do for you, claim it boldly. 

Gans. I know not why you think yourselves my 
prisoners ; 
This lady's freedom is a thing too precious 
To be disposed by any but herself 
But value this small service as you please, 

VOL. II. I % 
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Which you reward too prodigally, by 
Permitting me to pay her more. 

Jul. Love from an outlaw ? from a villain, love ? 
If I have that power on thee thou pretend'st. 
Go and pursue thy mischiefs, but presume not 
To follow me. — Come, brother. [JS^o?. JuL.««rfMAN. 

Gons. Those foul names of outlaw and of villain 
I never did deserve ; they raise my wonder. [ Walks. 
Dull that I was, not to find this before ! 
She took me for the captain of the robbers ; 
It must be so ; I'll tell her her mistake. 

[Goes out hastily y and returns immediatehf. 
She's gone, she's gone, and who or whence she is 
I cannot tell ; methinks, she should have left 
A track so bright^ I might have followed her ; 
Like setting suns, that vanish in a glory. 

villain that I am ! O hated villain ! 

Enter Hippolito again. 

Hip. I cannot suffer you to wrong yourself 
So much ; for, though I do not know your person. 
Your actions are too fair, too noble, sir. 
To merit that foul name. 

Gons. Pr'y thee, do not flatter me ; I am a villsun ; 
That admirable lady said I was. 

Hip. I fear you love her, sir. 

Crons. No, no, not love her. 
liOve is the name of some more gentle passion ; 
Mine is a fury, grown up in a moment 
To an extremity, and lasting in it ; 
An heap of powder set on fire, and burning 
As long as any ordinary fuel, • 

Hip. How could he love so soon ? and yet, alas ! 
What cause have I to ask that question. 
Who loved him the first minute that I saw him ? 

1 cannot leave him thus, though I perceive 

His heart engaged another way.— ^Aside 
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Sir, can you have sndk pity on my youth, [To kirn. 
On ihy forsaken lusd my helpless youth. 
To take me to your service ? 

Gons. Would'st thou serve 
A madman ? how can he take care of thee. 
Whom fortune and his reason have abandoned ; 
A man, that saw, and loved, and disobliged. 
Is banish'd, and is mad, all in a moment ? 

Hip. Yet you alone have title to my service ; 
You make me yours by your preserving me ;^ 
And that's the title hraven has to manMnd. 

G(ms. Pr'ythee, no more. 

Hy9. I know your mistress toa 

Crom. Ha ! dost thou know the person I adore ? 
Answer me quickly ; speak, and I'll jreoeive thee. 
Hast thou no tongue ? 

Hip. Why did I say I knew her ? 
All I can hope for, if I have my wish 
To live with him, is but to be unhappy. [Aside. 

Gons. Thou false and lying boy, to say thou 
knew'st her ! 
Pr'ythee, say something, though thou cozen'st me. 

Hip. Since you will know, her name is Julia, sir. 
And that young gentleman you saw, her brother, 
Don Manuel de Torres. 

Gmis. Say I should take thee, boy, and should 
employ thee 
To that fair lady, would'st thou serve me fisdthfuUy ? 

Hip. You ask me an hard question. I can die 
For you ; perhaps I cannot woo so welL 

Cfons. I knew thou would'st not do't. 

Hip. I swear I would. 
But, sir, I grieve to be the messenger 
Of more unhappy news ; she must be married 
This day to one Don Rodorick de Sylva, 
Betwixt whom and her brother there has been 
A long (and it was thought a mortal) quarrd. 
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But now it must for evet end in peaoe ; 

For, happening both to love eadi other's sisters. 

They have concluded it in a cross marriage ; 

Which, in the palace of Don Rodorick, 

They went to celebrate from their country house. 

When, taken by the thieves, you rescued them. 

Gons. Methinks I am grown patient on a sudden, 
And all my rage is gone ; like losing gamesters. 
Who fi^ and storm, and swear at little losses. 
But, when they see dl hope of fortmie vani^'d. 
Submit^ and gain a temper by their ruin. 

Sip. Would you could cast this love, which trou- 
bles you^ 
Out of your mind ! 

GrOfM. I cannot, boy ; but since 
Her brother, with intent to cozen me. 
Made me the promise of his best assistance, 
-I'll take some course to be revenged of him. 

lis going out. 
But stay — I charge thee, boy, discover not 
To any, who I am. 

Hip. Alas, 1 cannot, sir ; I know you not. 

Gms. Why, there's it ; I am mad agdn ; Oh love ! 

Hip. Oh love ! [^ExeufU. 

SCENE II. 

Enter two Servants <^Ihn Rodorick's, placing 
chairs, and taUdng as they place them. 

1 Serv. Make ready quickly there; Don Manuel 
And his fair sister, that must be our lady. 

Are coming in. 

2 Serv. They have been long expected ; 
Tis evening now, and the canonic hours 
For marriage are past. 

\Serv. The nearer bedtime. 
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The better still ; my l6rd will not defer it. 
He swears, the clergy are no fit judges 
Of our necessities. 

2 Serv. Where is my lord? 

1 Serv. Gone out to meet his bride. 

2 Serv. I wonder that my Lady Angelina 
Went not with him ; she's to be married too. 

1 Serv. I do not think she fancies much the man. 
Only, to make the reconcilement perfect 
Betwixt the families, she's passive in it ; 

The choice being but her brother's, not her own, 

2 Serv. Troth, were't my case, I cared not who 

chose for me, 
1 Serv. Nor 1 ; 'twould save the process of a te- 
dious passion, 
A long law-suit of love, which quite consumes 
An honest lover, ere he gets possession. 
I would come plump, and fresh, ^nd aU myself, 
Served up to my bride's bed like a fet fowl. 
Before the frost of love had nipp'd me through. 
I look on wives as on good dull companions. 
For elder brothers to sleep out their time with ; 
All we can hope for in the marriage-bed, 
Is but to take our rest ; and what care I, 
Who lays my pillow for me ? 

Enter a Poet, with verses. 

1 Serv. Now, what's your business, friend ? 

Poet. An epithalamium,to the noble bridegrooms. 

1 Serv. Let me see ; what's here ? as I five, 

[Takes it. 
Nothing but downright bawdry. Sirrah, rascal. 
Is this an age for ril^dry in verse ; 
When every gentleman in town speaks it 
With so nmch better grace, than thou canst write it ? 
I'll beat thee with a stave of thy own rhymes. 

Poet. Nay, godd sir ! — \Mum qff, and Exit 
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2 Serv. Peace, they are here. 
Enter Don Rodoeick, Don Manuel, Julia, and 



1 Serv. My lord looks sullenly, and fain would 

hide it. 

2 Serv. However he weds Don Manuel's sister, yet 
I fear he's hardly reconciled to him, 

Jul. I tremble at it still. 

Rod. I must confess 
Your danger great ; but, madam, since 'tis past. 
To speak of it were to renew your fears.— 
My noble brother, welcome to my breast. 
Some, call my sister ; say, Don Manuel, 
Her bridegroom, waits. 

Man. Tell her, in both the houses 
There now remains no enemy but she. 

Rod. In the mean time let's dance. — Madam, I 
hope 
You'll grace me withyour hand. 

Enter Leonora, woman to Angelina ; tahes 
the two men amie. 

Leifn. O sir, my Lady Angelina — 

Rod. Why comes she not ? 

Leon. Is fall'n extremely sick. 

Both. How? 

Leon. Nay, trouble not yourselves too much ; 
These fits are usual with her, and not dangerous. 

Rod. O rarely counterfeited ! ^A^ide. 

Man. May not I see her ? 

Leon. She does, by me, deny herself that honour. 
\_As she speaks^ steals a note into his hand. 
I shall return, I hope, *with better news ; 
In the mean time she prays, you'll not disturb 
The company. [Exit Leonora. 

Rod. This troubles me exceedingly. ^ 
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Man. A note put privately into my hand 
By Angelina's woman ? She's my creature. 
There's something in't ; I'll read it to myself.— 

[Aside. 

Mod. Brother, what paper's that ? 

Man. Some begging verses, 
Deliver'd me this morning on my wedding. 

Hod. Pray, let me see them. 

Man. I have many copies ; 
Please you to entertain yourself with these. 

[^Gives him another paper. MA^VEh reads. 

Sir, 
My lady feigns this sickness to delude you. 
Her brother hates you stiU; and the plot isy 
That he shall marry first your sister, 

And then deny you his. 

Yours, Leonora. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Since I writ this, I have so wrought upon her, 
{Who, of herself, is timorous enough,) 
That site believes her brother will betray her. 
Or else be forced to give her up to yofu ; 
Therefore, unknown to him, she means to fly. 
Came to the garden door at seven this evening. 
And there you may surprise her ; meantime, I 
Will keep her ignorant of all things, that 
Her fear may still increase. 

Enter Leonora again. 

Rod. How now ? How does your lady ? 
Leon. So ill, she cannot possibly wait on you. 
Man. Kind heaven, give me her sickness ! 
Bod. Those are wishes. 
What'^tobedone? 
Man. We must defer our marriages. 
Rod. Leonora, now ! [Aside to her. 
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Lemu My lady» sir, has absolutely charged. 
Her brother's should go forward. 
Rod. Absolutely? 

Ijeon. Expressly, sir ; because, she says, there are 
So many honourable persons here. 
Whom to defraud of thek intended mirth. 
And of each others company, were rude ; 
So, hoping your excus e \^Exit Leonoka. 

Rod. That privilege of power, which brothers have 
In Spain, T never used, therefore submit 
My will to hers ; but, with much sorrow, sir. 
My happiness should go before, not wait 
On yours. — Lead on. 

, Man. Stay, sir ; though your fair sister, in respect 
To this assembly, seems to be content 
Your marriage should proceed, we must not want 
So much good manners as to suffer it. 

Rod. So much good manners, brother ? 

Man. 1 have said it. 

Should we, to shew our sorrow for her sickness, 
Provoke our easy souls to careless mirth. 
As if our drunken revels were designed 
For joy of what she suffers ? 

Rod. TwUl be over 
In a few days. 

Man. Your stay will be the less. 

Rod. All things are now in readiness, and must 
not 
Be put off, for a peevish humour, thus. 

Man. They must ; or I shall think you mean not 
fairly. 

Rod. Explain yourself 

Man. That you would marry first. 
And afterwards refuse me Angelina. 

Rod. ^Think so. 

Man. You are— 

Rod. Speak softly. 
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Man. A foul villain. 

Bod. Then 

Man. Speak softly. 

Rod. ril find a time to tell you^ you are one. . 

Man. *Tis well— 
Ladies^ you wonder at our private whispers, 

\To th6 company. 
But more will wonder when you know the cause. 
The beauteous Angelina is fallen ill ; 
And, since she cannot with her presence grace 
This day's solemnity, the noble Rodorick 
Thinks fit it be deferr'd, *till she recover ; 
Then, we both hope to have your companies. 

Lad. Wishing her health, we take our leaves. 

[Exeunt company. 

Rod. Your sister yet will marry me. 

Man. She will not. — G^me hither, Julia. 

Jvl. What strange afflicting news is this you tell 
us? 

Man. 'Twas all this false man's plot, that when 
he had 
Possesst you, he might cheat me of his sister. 

Jul. Is this true, Rodorick ?— -Alas, his silence 
Does but too much confess it How I blush 
To own that love, I cannot yet take from thee ! 
Yet for my sake be friends. 

Man. 'Tis now too late. 
I am by honour hinder'd. 

Rod. I by hate. 

Jul. What shall I do? 

Man. Leave him, and come away ; 
Thy virtue bids thee. 

Jtd. But love bids me stay. 

Man. Her love's so like my own, that I should 
blame 
The brother's passion in the sister's flame. 
Rodorick, we shall meet. — He little thinks 
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I am as sure this night of Angelina, 

As he of Julia. [^A^rne. Exit Makuel. 

Rod. Madam, to what an ecstasy of joy 
Your goodness ndses me ! this was an act 
Of kindness, which no service e*er can pay. 

JuL Yes, Rodorick, 'tis in your power to quit 
The debt you owe me. 

Bad. Do but name the way. 

Jul. Then. briefly thus ; 'tis to be juSt to me. 
As I have been to you. 

Rod. You cannot doubt it. 

Jul. You know I have adventured, for your sake, 
A brother's anger, and the world's opinion. 
I value neither ; for a settled virtue 
Makes itself judge, and, satisfied within, 
Smiles at that common enemy, the world. 
I am no more afraid of flying censures. 
Than heaven of being fired with mounting, sparkles. 

Rod. But wherein must my gratitude consist ? 

JuL Answer yourself, by thinking what is fit 
For me to do. 

Rod. By marriage, to confirm 
Our mutual love. v 

Jvl. Ungrateful Rodorick I 
Canst thou name marriage, while thou entertain'st 
A hatred so unjust against my brother ? 

Rod. But, unkind Julia, you know the causes 
Of love and hate are hid deep in our stars, 
And none but heaven C9.n give account of both. 

Jul. Too well I know it ; for my love to thee 
Is bom by inclination, not by judgment ; 
And makes my virtue shrink within my heart. 
As loth to leave it, and as loth to mingle. 

Rod. What would you have me do ? 

Jul. Since I must tell thee. 
Lead me to some near monastery ; there 
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(IHI heaven find out some way to make us happy) 
I shall be kept in safety fix)m my brother. 

Bod. But more from me ; what hopes can Bodo- 
riek have, 
That she, who leaves him freely, and unforced. 
Should ever of her own accord return ? 

Jul. Thou bast too great assurance of my £uth. 
That, in despite of my own self, I love thee. 
Be Mends with Manuel, I am thine ; 'till when 
My honour's. Lead me. lExeunt. 

SCENE III.— 2%^ representation of a Street dis^ 
cofceredhy twilight 

Enter Don Manuel, soIils. 

Man. This is the time and place, wh»e I expect 
My fugitive mistress ; if I meet with her, 
I may forget the wrongs her brother did me ; 
If otherwise, his blood shall expiate them. 
I hope her woman keeps her ignorant 
How all things pass'd, according to her promise. 

A door opens. — Enter Angelina in hoy's clothes. 
Leonoea behind at the door. 

JLefm. I had forgot to tell him of this habit 
She has put on ; but sure he'll know her in it. 

\Aside. 

Man. Who goes there ? 

Ang. 'Tis Don Manuel's voice ; I must run back. 
The door shut on me ? — Leonora ! where ? — 
Does she not follow me ? I am betrayed. 

Man. What are you ? , 

Ang. A poor boy. 

Man. Do you belong to Rodorick ? 

Ang. Yes, I do. 

Man. Here's money for you ; tell me where's his 
sister ? 
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Ang. Just now I met her coining down the stairs, 
Whicm lead into the garden. 
Man. Tis well ; leave me 
In silence. 
Ar^. With all my heart ; was ever such a 'scape? 

\EcsAt running. 
Man. She cannot now be long; sure by the 
moonshine 
I shall discover her. 

Enter Rodorick and Julia. 

This must be she ; 111 seize her. 

Jul. Help me, Roderick. 

Bod. Unhand the lady, villain. 

Man. Rodorick ! 
Vm glad we meet alone ; now is the time 
To end our difference. 

Rod. I cannot stay. 

Man. You must. 

Rod. I will not. 

Man. Tis base to injure any man ; but yet 
'Tis far more base, once done, not to defend it. 

Rod. Is this an hour for valiant men to fight ? 
They love the sun should witness what they do. 
Cowards have courage, when they see not death ; 
And fearful hares, that skulk in forms all day. 
Yet fight their feeble quarrels by the moonlight. 

Man. No ; light and darkness are but poor dis- 
tinctions 
Of such, whose courage comes by fits and starts. 

Rod. Thou urgest me above my patience ; 
This minute of my life was not my own. 
But hers I love beyond it. [2%^^ draw^ and^kt* 

Jul. !Help, help ! none hear me ! 
Heaven, I think, is deaf too. 
O Rodorick ! O brother ! 
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E7iter GoNSALVO and Himolito. 

Jvl. Whoe'er you are, if you have honour, part 
them ! [Manuel ^tumbles^ andfalU. 
GofM. Hold, sir, you are too cruel ; he that kills 
At such advantage, fears to fight again. 

iHolds RODORICK, 

Man. Cavalier, I may live to thank you for this 
fevour. [2K*e*. 

Bod. I will not quit you so. 

Man. rU breathe, and then*-— 

Jul. Is there no way to save their lives ? 

Hip. Run out of sight. 
If 'tis concerning you they quarrel. 

[Julia retires to a comer. 

Hip. Help, help, as you are cavaliers ; the lady. 
For whom you thus contend, is seized by some 
Night-robbing villains. 

All. Which way took they ? 

Hip. Twas so dark, I could not see distinctly. 

Bod. Let us divide ; I this way. \_Exit. 

Gons. Down yonder street 111 take. 

Man. And I down that. [^Exeunt severally. 

Hip. Now, madam, may we not lay by our fear ? 
They are all gone. 

Jul. 'Tis true ; but we are here, 
Exposed to darkness, without guide or aid. 
But of ourselves. 

Hip. And of ourselves afraid. 

Jus. These dangers, while 'twas light, I could 
despise ; 
Then I was bold, but watch'd by many eyes. 
Ah ! could not heaven for lovers find a way. 
That prying people still might deep by day ? 

Enter Angelina. 
Hip. Methinks I'm certain I discover some. 
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Jul. This was your speaking of them, made them 
come. 

Hip» There is but one, perhaps be may ^o by. 

Anff. Where had I courage for this bold disguise, 
Which more my nature than my sex belies ? 
Alas ! I am betray'd to darkness here ; 
Darkness, which virtue hates, and maids most fear. 
Silence and solitude dwell every where. 
Dogs cease^ to bark ; the waves more faintly roar, 
And roll themselves asleep upon the shore. 
No noise but what my footsteps make, and they 
Sound dreadfully, and louder than by day. 
They double too, and every step I take 
Sounds thick, methinks, and more than one could 

make. — 
Ha ! who are these ? 
I wished for company, and now I fear. 
Who are you, gentle people, that go there ? 

Jul. His voice is soft as is the upper air. 
Or dying lovers' words. — O pity us ! 

Ang. O pity me ! take freely as your own 
My gold, my jewels ; spare my life alone. 

Hip. Alas, he fears as much as we. 

Jul. What say you. 
Sir, will you join with us ? 

Ang. Yes, madam ; but 
If you would take my sword, you'll use it better. 

Hip. Ay, but you are a man. 

Ang. Why, so are you. 

Hip. Truly my fear had made me quite forget it. 

Enter Gonsalvo. 

Gons. Hippolito ! how barbarous was I 
To leave my boy ! Hippolito ! 

Hip. Here, here. — 
Now, madam, fear not, you are safe. 

Jul. What is become, sir, of those gentlemen ? 
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. GimSi Madam, they all went several ways; not like 
To meet. 

Jvl. What will become of me ? 

Cr(ms. 'Tis late^ 
And I a stranger in the town ; yet all 
Your dangers shall be mine. 

Jid. You're noble, sir. 

Crims, I'll pawn the hopes of all my love, to see 
You safe. 

Jul. Whoe'er your mistress be, she has 
My curses, if she prove not kind. 

Ang. And mine. 

Hip. My sister will repent her, when she knows 
For whom she makes that wish; but I'll say nothing. 
Till day discovers it. Inside.'] A door opens ; 
I hope it is some inn. 

[^A door openSi at which a servant appears. 

Ang. Friend, can you lodge us here ? 

Serv. Yes, friend, we can. 

Jul. How shall we be disposed ? 

Serv. As nature would ; 
The gentleman and you : I have a rule. 
That, when a man and woman ask for lodging, 
They are ever husband and wife. 

JuL Rude .and unmanner'd ! 

Crons. Sir, this lady must be lodged apart. 

Serv. Then the two boys, that are good for nothing 
But one another, they shall go together. 

Ang. Lie with a man ! sweet heaven defend me ! 

Hip. Alas, friend, I ever lie alone. 

Serv. Then, to save trouble, sir, because 'tis late. 
One of the youths shall be disposed with you. 

Ang. Who, I ! not for the world. 

Hip. Neither of us ; for though I would not lodge 
with you 
Myself, I never can endure he should. 

Ang. Why then, toend thediflference,if you please, 
I and that lady will be bed-fellows. 
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Hip. No, she and I will lodge together rather. 
Serv. You are sweet youths indeed ; not for the 
world 
You would not lodge with men ! none but the lady 
Would serve your turn. 

Aug. Alas, I had forgot I am a boy ; 
I am so lately one. \_Aside. 

Serv. Weil, well ; all shall be lodged apart. 
Crons. to[IIip. I did not think you harboured wa^ 
ton tnoughts ; 
So young, so bad ? 

Hip. I can make no defence. 
But must be shamied by my own innocence. 

[^EweunL 



ACT II. 



SCENE I«— ^ Chamb^. 

Enter Gonsalvo, Hippqlito, and Angelina, 
o^ Amideo, at a distance. 

Gon. Hippolito, what is this pretty youth. 
That follows us ? 

Hip^ I know not much of him. 
Handsome you see, and of graceful fashion ; 
Of noble blood, he says, and I believe him ; 
But in some deep distress. He'll tell no more. 
And I could cry for that which he has told. 
So much I pity him. 

Gon. My pretty youth. 
Would I could do thee any service. 

Ang. Sir, 
The greatest you can do me, is accepting mine. 

Hip. How's this ? methinks already I begin 
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To hate lliis boy, whom but even now I moan'd.— 
You serve mv master ? Do you think I aumot* 
Perform all duties of a servant better. 
And with more care, than you ? 

Ang. Better you may, 
But never with more care. 
Heaven, which is served with angels, yet admits 
Poor man to pay his duty, and receives it. 

^^i/p. Mark but, my lord, how ill behaved a youth. 
How very ugly, what a dwarf he is. 

Ang. My lord, I yet am young enough to grow. 
And 'tis the commendation of a boy^ 
That he is little. {Cries. 

Gens. Pr'ythee, do not cry.— 
EQppc^to, 'twas but just now you praised him. 
And are you changed so soon ? 

Hip. On better view. 

Gons. What is your name, sweet heart ? 

Hip. Sweet heart ! since I 
Have served you, you ne'er call'd me so. 

Ang. O, ever. 
Ever call me by that kind name ; I'll own 
No other, beca\:ise I would still have that. 

Hip. He told me, sir, his name was Amideo ; 
Pray, call him by't. 

Gons. Come, I'll employ you both ; 
Reach me my belt, and help to put it on. 

Amid, i run, my lord. 

Hip. You run ? it is my office. 

[7%^ both take it up, and strive for it; 
HiPPOLiTO gets «/, and puts it on. 

Amid. Look you, my lord, he puts it on so awk- 
wardly ; \Crying. 
The sword does not sit right. 

Hip. Why, Where's the fault? 

' Amd. I know not that ; but I am sure 'tis wrong. 

VOL. XI. K 
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sllpuldier. 

ITni. That emmot be^ I loolc'd on Amideo's^ 
And hung it on thut shoulder bis is on. 

Amid. Then I doubt mine is so. 

Gens. It is indeed ; 
Yon'rq both good boys, and both will leam in time. 
Hippolito,. go you and bring me word. 
Whether twt lady, we brought in last night. 
Be wilfing to receive a visit nrom me. 

Mip^ Now, Amideo, since you are so forward 
To do all service, you shall to the lady. 

4^fnid. No, 111 stay with my master ; he bid you. 

Hip. It mads me to. the heart to leave him here ; 
But I will be revenged.— \AiAde^ 

My lord, I beg 

You would not trust this boy with any thing 
Till my rqt^ucn ;^p]:ay, know him better fitst. \MiKiL 

Gons. 'Twas my unfaappiness to meet tiuahidy 
Last night ; bj^e^aus^ it ruin'd my design 
I Of walking by the house of Rodorick. 
Who knpwSi bul; Uurou^hisome window I had.^ied 
Fair Julia^S; shadow passing by the glass.; 
Or if SQme othw's, I woula think it hers.;. 
Or if not any, 1 would see the place 
Where JuHa tivies. O Heaven, ^ow small a blessing 
Will serve to^ make dospairing lovers happy ! 

Amid. Unhappy Angelina, thou art lost 
Thy lord loves Jidk; \.Aiide. 

Enter Hippolito and Julia. 

J§4fn W h^e ia thy mast^ ?• 

I long tq give him my acknowledgm^ts 
For my own safety, and my brotli^s both^-^ 
Ha! Is it he? [j&M^. 

Qf^nf^ Cs^^rit b^ Julia ? 
Could night so far disguiset^er from my knoiv^edsp! 
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Jul. I would not flnrik thee' hiikt^* I see-thouf aA 
Pr'y thee disown thyself in pity to me; 
Why should I be obliged by onfe I hste ? 

Gom. I could say someiiiuig in' my own defence ; 
But it were half a crime to {^fead my cause. 
When ybu' would' have me guilty. 

Andd. How I fear 
The sweetness of those words' will move h«r pity ! 
I'm sure they would do mine. 

GoM. You took me for a robber, but so £ar 
I am from that — ^ 

Jul. O, "pfyihee, be one still. 
That I may know some cause for my aversion. 

Chnui. I freed ybu foom them, and more gladly 
did it 

Jul. Be what thou wilt, 'tis now too late to tell me ; 
The blackness of that image, I first fimded, 
Huft so infected me, I still must hate thea 

Hip. Though (if ^e loVes him) all my hopes are 
ruin'd. 
It makes me mad to see her thus unkind. — [Asidel ^ 
Madame what see you in tiiis^entlelman. 
Deserves your 8d6m or hatrra? love him, or 
Expect just Heaven should strangely punish you. 

Gons: No more. WUat^er she ao6s is best ; ahd if 
You would be mine, you must,ilike me,' submit 
Without dispute. 

Sip. How can T love vou, sir, and sufibr this?^ 
She has forgot that, \«iiich, hst nighty you did 
In tier dtfence. 

Jid. O call diat night again ; 
Fitch her with all her darkness round ;* th^fi set me 
In some far desert, ^hemm'd witii mountain wolves 
To howl about me. This I wbuld endure. 
And more, to cancel my obligements to him. 

Gans. You owe me nothings madam ;-if'ycm do, 
I miake it void ; and only ask your leave 
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To love you still ; for, to be loved again 
I never nope. 

Jtd. If that wijl clear my debt, enjoy thy wish ; 
Love me, and long and desperately love me. 
I hope thou wilt, that I may plague thee more. 
Mean time, take from me that detested objeet ; 
Convey thy much loath'd person from my i^ght. 

Gons. Madam, you are obeyed. — 
Hippolito and Amideo, wait 
Upon fair Julia ; look upon her for me 
W ith dying eyes, but do not speak one word 
In my behalf; for, to disquiet her. 
Even happiness itself were bought too dear. 

[Goes farther qff^ towards the end of the stage. 
My passion swells too high ; 
And, like a vessel struggling in a stcH'm, 
Requires more hands than one to steer her upright ; 
rU find her brother out. [Exit 

Jtd. That boy, I see, he trusts above the other ; 
He has a strange resemblance with a face 
That I have seen, but when, or where, I know not 
I'll watch till they are parted ; then, perhaps, 
I may corrupt that Uttle one to free me. 

[^Aside. Exit. 

Amid. Sweet Hippolito, let me speak with you. 

Hip. What would you with me ? 

Amid, Nay, you are so fierce ; 
By ill that's good, I love and hopour you, . 
And, would you do but one poor thing I'll ask you, 
'In all things else you ever shall command me. . 
Look you, Hippolito, here's gold and jewels ; 
These may be yours. 

Hip. To what end dost thou show 
These trifles to me ? or how cam'st thou by them ? 
Not honestly, I fear. 

Amd. I swear I did ; 

6 
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And you shall have them ; but you always press 
Before me in my master's service so 

JStp. And always will. 

Amid. But, dear Hippolito, v 

Why will you not give way, that I may be 
First in his favour, and be still employ'd ? 
Why do you frown ? *tis not for gain I ask it ; 
Whatever he shall give me shall be yours, • 
Except it be some toy you would not care for, 
Whidi I should keep for his dear sake that gave it. 

Hip. If thou wouldst offer both the Indies to me. 
The eastern quarries, and the western mines. 
They should not buy one look, one gentle smile 
Of his fh>m me ; assure thy soul they should not, 
I hate thee so. 

Amid. Henceforth 111 hate you worse. 
But yet there is a woman whom he loves, 
A certain Julia, who will steal his heart 
From both of us ; we^ll join at least against 
The common enemy. 

Hip. Why does he fear my lord should love a 
woman? 
The passion of this boy is so like mine,^ 
That it amazes me. ' [Aside. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Young gentleman. 
Your master calls for you. 

Hip. rU think upon't 

[Exeunt Hippolito and Servcmt. 

Enter Jui^ia to Amideo. . 

Jul. Now is the time, he is alone. 

Amid. Here comes 
The saint, my lord adores ; love, pardon me 
The fault%I must commit. 

Jul. Fair youth, I am 
A suitor to you. 
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JmiSi iSo AW J to you, : 

Jul. YiDorjs^iweJ^^api^if^Qr. 

Amid. My request 
Is, I may set you free ; make jh^is^j sjifjcet jao^^m ; 
Which Way wpuld you go ? 

Jul. To thie next 
ReligioMP bQUse. 

Amid. Here thrQugh the gu'^^^ ng^daiip ; 
Hojff I coininepd your hojy rjesolutjon { l^xjsufnf. 

Entfir J^P^t Manufx in th^ Street, and q Serpant 
withJnm. 

Mm. Ai3igelijaa fled tp a monartery, say you ? 
. Ser^v Sp ';ti« given owt. J ppuJ4 not scge l^jer 

woman. 
But, for your 3i?ter, wb*t ypu Ijteard Is tru^e $ 
I saw her at |tb^ iuii. 

They told xnef she was brought ^ late last n^ght 
By a youftg p^valier, they ^ty^w'd me tjtieir:^ 

ilfa^. This must be he that j^e^ijetd ipe. 
r What siTQuld I gp-ve tp aee him ! 

iS^fT. Fortune is 
Obedient tp ypsr yishi^s ; ^e WW <^WWg 
,7p fiOji out you ; I waited on l^iin to 
The turning of the street, and stepped before 
To tell you of it; 

Man. You o'erjoy ipe. 

Serv. This, sir, is he. 

^n^ QpN^ALyp. pON MAi^ifEL is running to 
eml^ace him, and steps. 

Man. — »-*The captain of the robbers ! 

Gons. As such, indeed, ypu prppaisied me ypur 
sister. . ^ 

Man. I promise aU the inters I 9hOH}4 h«vpf 
Because I thought, before ypu esme tQ clsim H, 
A husband's right would tilk^ my title f^pip PEiie. 
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GoM. I xKone to see if any mixtAy virtue 
Can dwell wifii&lsdiood. Ito^Tr^thou'^injirfedtaie. 

Man. You say already I have done you wrong. 
And yet would liaye me right you by a gt^eater. 

Gtms. Poor abject thing ! 

Man. Who doubts another's courage 
Wants it himself; but I, .who know my own, 
Will not receive a law firom you to fight. 
Or to forbear ; for then I grant yow courage 
To master mine^ wbm I am fbroed to do 
What of myself I would not 

G(m». Your reason? 

Mmt. You saved my life. 

Gons. rU quit that debt, to be 
In a tepadty of fordng you 
To keep your promise with me ; for I come 
To feam, your sister is not yet disposed. 

Man. I've lost all privilege to defend my life ; 
And, if you take it now, *tis no new conquest ; 
Like fish, first tak^i in a river, then 
Bestow'd in ponds to catch a second time. 

Gams. Mark but how partially you plead your 
cause. 
Pretending breach of honour if you fight. 
Yet think it none to violate your word. 

Man. I cannot give my sister to a robber. 

Crinu. You shaU not ; I am ncme, but houm of 
blood 
As noble as yourself; my fortunes equal 
At least with yours, lay reputation yet, ' 
I think, unstain'd. 

Man^ I wish, sir, it may prove so ; 
I never had so strong an inclination 
To believe any man as you -But yet- — 

Crcns. All things shall be so dear, there shall be 
left 
No room for any scruple. I was born 
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In Seville, of the best house in that city ; 

My name Gonsalvo de Peralta. Being 

A younger brother, 'twas my unde's care 

To take me with him in a Voyage to 

The Indies, where since dying, he has left me 

A fortune not contemptible ; returning 

From thence with all my wealth in the Plate fleet, 

A furious storm almost within the port 

Of Seville took us, scatter'd all ihe navy. 

My ship, by the unruly tempest borne 

Quite through the Streights, as fhr as Barcelona, 

There first cast anchor ; there I stept: ashore. 

Three days I staid, in which small time I made 

A little love, which vanished as it cama 

Man. But were you not engaged to bet you 
courted ? 

(jrons. Upon my honour, no ; what might have 
been, 
I cannot tell. But ere I could repair 
My beaten ship, or take fresh water in. 
One night, when there by chance I lay aboard, . 
A wind tore up my anchor from the bottom^ 
And with that violence it brought me thither. 
Has thrown me in this port. 

Man. But yet our meeting in the wood w^as 
strange. 

Chms. For that I'll satisfy you as we walk. 

Enter Hippolito. 

Sip. O sir, how glad am I to find you ! 

f Whispers. 
Man. That boy I have seen somewhere, or one 
like him ; 
But where, I cannot call to mind. - 

Hip. I found it out, and got before them— ^ 
And here they are 
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Enter Amideo and Ixsiaa. 

Man. My sister ! as I could have wish'd it 

Amid. O ! .we are caught !^ 

Jul. I did expeet as much. 
Fortune has not forgot that I am Julia. 

Man. Sister, I'm glad you're happily retum'd ; 
'Twas kindly done of you thus to prevent 
The trouble of my search. 

Jul^ I would not have you ' 

Mistake my love to Roderick so much, 
To think I meant to fall into your hands; 
My purpose is for the next nunnery ; 
There 111 pray for youw So farewell. 

Man. Stay, Julia, you must go with me; 

Jtd. Lead, lead; 
You think I am your prisoner now. 

C^s. If you will needs to a religious house. 
Leave that fair face behind ; a worse will serve ^ 
To spoil with watching, and with fasting there. 

Man. Pr'ythee, no more of this ; the only way 
To make her happy is to force it on her. 
Julia, prepare yourself strait to be married. 

Jul. To whom ? 

Man. You see your bridegroom ; and you know 
My father's will, who, with his dying breath 
Commanded, you should pay as strict obedience 
To me, as formerly to him. If not. 
Your dowry is at my dispose. 

Jul. O, would 
The loss of that dispense with duty in me. 
How gladly would I suffer it ! and yet. 
If I durst question it, methinks 'tis hard. 
What right have parents over children, more 
Than birds have o'er their young ? yet they impose 
No rich-plumed mistress oa their feather'd sons ; 
But leave their love, more open yet and free 
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Than all the fi^^ of air, their sfM^donf birth-right. 
[GoNSALVo seefM to heg Manuel 
not to heharsh^ 

Man. Nay, good Gbnsalvoi trotvUe not yourself 
There is no other wajr ; when 'tis once done. 
She'll thank me for^t. 

Jul. I ne'er expected other usage iiom you ; 
A kind brotiier you have been to me. 
And to my sister. You have sent, they say. 
To Barcelona, that my aunt should fotoe her 
To marry the old Don you brought her. 

Hip. Who could, that once hi^ seen G<Hisalvo-s 
face? 
Alas, she little thinks I am so near ! [A^ide. 

Man. Mind not what she says. 
A word with you [To Gonsalvo. 

Amid. Don Manuel eyes me strangely ; the best is. 
He never saw me yet but at a distance. 
My brother^s jealousy (who ne'er intended 
I should be his) restrain'd our nearer converse* 

[Aside. 

Jul. My pretty youth, I am enforced to trust 
thee \To Amibeo. 

With my most near concerns ; friends I have none. 
If thou deny'st to help me. 

Armd. Any thing 
To break your marriage with mv master. 

Jvl. Go to Bodorick, and tell him my condition. 
But tell it him as from thyself, not me. 

Amid. That you are forced to marry ? 

Jul. But do not ask him 
To succour me ; if of himself he will not, 
I scom a love that must be taught its dul^. 

Man. What youth is that ? I mean the little one. 

Gons. I took him up last night 

Man. A sweet-faced b(^, 
I like him strangely. Would you part with him ? 
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But for myjaMfter, 
Hip. Sfe rU ^ofmx *naM<J 

Man. Come, sir. 

Crcns. I beg your pardon for a moment, 
rU but dispateh 3pn9^ Ji^i^ipiejs? in my ship, 
And wait you presently! 

Man. We'll fl? Wore i 
r 11 make sure Kodorick iA»U n^ftr bftve her ; 
And •|i^ ait lewt AD^ift ^l^^re to diwtfoy 
His h^piness, who rmn'd first my joy. 

he goeSf whispers Hippolito. 
Crons. Against he;* wOl fair Julia to possess, 
Is not to enjoy, but ravish happiness. 
Yet voqaeRi par^n fpKQe, beic^se th^ ftid 
The violence of love is still most Ifind. 
Just like tl^e plotisf 0f ^^eU Iniiit leomedi^s, 
WhiditJ^)! fdeasem^sttwhen inpst tbey^psuqnri^f. 
But yet con^lraint love's qoblest end d^strc^s, 
Whose high|3st joy is in aqpther'a J€^$(^ 
Where p^s^iqii n^les, bpw weftk dqe^ reo^on provp ! 
I yield my cau^, but ^mot yieW ipy We* [Es^. 



ACT IXI. 
SCENE 1.-^-4 gr^(^ rinm m Don Manuel's 

Hippolito solics. 

My master hi^ ^^ sp^f^ ^^^ him to Julia. 
Hard fate, that I am mi(4^ 4 cpnficlante 
Against myself ! 
Yet, thou^^ ^QwiOipgly I toot^ the office. 
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I would perform it well But how can I 
Prove lucky to his love, who to my own 
Am so unfortunate ? He trusts his passion 
Like him, that ventures all his stock at once 
In an unlucky hand. 

Enter Amideo. 

Ainid. Where is the lady Julia ? 

Hip. What new treason 
Against my master's love have you contrived 
With her? 

Amid. I shall not render you account. 

Enter Julia. 

Jul. I sent for him ; y6t if he dom^, there's 
danger; 
Yet if he does not, I for ever lose him. 
What can I wish ? and yet I wish him here, 
Only to take the care of me from me. 
Weary with sitting out a losing hand, 
'Twill be some ease to see another play it. 
Yesterday I refused to marry him, 
To-day I run into his arms unask'd ; 
Like a mild prince encroach'd upon by rebels. 
Love yielded much, till honour ask'd for all. 
How now, where's Rodorick ? {^Sees Amideo. 
I mean Gonsalvo. [^Seea Hippolito. 

Hip. You would do well to meet him — 

Amid. Meet him ! you shall not do't. I'll throw 
myself, ... 4 

Like a young fawning spaniel, in your way 
So often, you shall never move a step. 
But you shall tread on me. 

Jul. You need not beg me. 
I would as soon meet a syren, as see him. 
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Hip. His sweetness for those frowns no subject 
finds : 
Seas are the fidd of combat for the winds. 
But when they sweep along some flow'ry coast, 
Their wings move mildly, and their rage is lost 

Jul. 'Tis that whidi makei me more unfortunate ; 
Because his sweetness must upbraid my hate. 
The wounds of fortune touch me not so near ; 
I can my fate, but not his virtue, bear. 
For my disdain with my esteem is raised ; 
He most is hated when he most is praised. 
Such an esteem, as like a storm appears. 
Which rises but to shipwreck what it bears. 

Hip. Infection dwells upon my kindness, sure, 
Since.it destroys even those whom it woulA cure. 

[Cries, and exit 

Amid. Still weep, Hippolito ; to me thy tears 
Are sovereign, as those drops thebalm-treesweats. — 
But, madam, are you sure you lAiall not love him ? 
Istill£^r. . 

Jul. Thy fear will never let thee be a man. 

Amid. Indeed I think it won't. 

Jul. We are now 
Alone ; what news from Rodorick ? 

Amid. Madam, he begs you not to fear ; he has 
A way, whidi, when you think all desperate. 
Will set you free. 

Jul. If not, I will not live 
A moment after it. 

Amid. Why, [Aside.'] there's some comfort. 

Jul. I strongly wish, for what I faintly hope : 
Like the day-dreams of melancholy men, 
I think and think on things impossible, 
Yet love ta wander in that golden maze. 

Enter Don Manuel, Hippolito, and company. 
Amid. Madam, your brother's here. 
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Mans. Where IB thef'hndkgteota? 

Hip. Not yet returned, sir, from hib ship. 

Man. Sister, all tibis good company is toety 
To give yoil joy. 

Jul. While I am compalsis'd round 
With mirth, zny^ soul Ilea hid in shaded of grief^ 
Whence, like tte Urd of mxht^ with half shut eyei^ 
She peeps, and sickens at the sight of day. ^Asidei 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, some gentlemen and ladies ave i)iHithout,i 
Who, to da honour to this weddings oome 
To present a masque. 

Man^ 'Tis well ;> desire tiiem 
They w6uld leave out the words,.andf2dl tdidlnck^. 
The poetry of the foot takes most of late. 

Sero: The poet, sir, will take that very ill*;^^ 
He's at the ddor witib the argument o' the masque 
In verse. 

Man. Which of the wits is it that made it ? 

Serv. None of the Witer, sir ; 'tis one of the po^. 

Man. What subject has he di6as ? 

Serv. The rape of Proserpine. 

Enter Gonsalvo. 

Man. Weldoiile, welcome ! you have been' long 
expected. 

Grons. I staid to see the unlading of someTaiittes^ 
Which are within. — 
Madam,. your parddu' tUatf I weis so lohg^ absent. 

Jul. YoUiie^d Hot ask it for your absenbe,\8k!. 

Gons. Still crud, Julia? 

Jvl. The danger^s here^ atud Rodorick not here ! 
I am not grieved to die; but I a|n grieved 
To think him false. [Aside. 

Man: Bid thetri lie^n, \^The niuMc plity*. 
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A Cupid deseadds in swift motion, loid speakt 
tSiese verses* 

Cap. Thy conquests^ Proserpifie^ have stretched 
toafa/t; 
Amd$t hew>eri9 peMe Ajf^hetmfy make^ a war^ 
Per when^ last night, I to Jove's palace went, 
{The brightest part of all ^firmameni) 
Instead of all those gods, whose thick resort 
Piltd up the presence (^ihe Thundereifs court. 
There Jove and Juno aU forsaken sate. 
Pensive, like kings in their declining state : 
Yet {wanting power) they wauM preserve the sfhow. 
By hea/ring prayers from some few men hehw. 
Mortab to Jove may their devotions pay ; 
The gods themselves to Proserpine do pray. 
To Sicily the rival powers resort ; 
*Tis heaven wherever Ceres keeps her caurf. 
Phoebus and Mercury are both at strife. 
The courtliest of our gods who want a wife. 
But Venus, . what^er kindness she pretends,^ 
Yet {like M females, emmme of their friends,) 
Has, by my aid, contrived a black design. 
The* €pod ofHeU should ravish Proserpine. 
Beauties, beware ; Venus wHl never bear 
Another Venus shining in her sphere. 

After Gtipid's speech, Venus and Ceres descend in 
tlie slow machines ; Ceres drawn by dragons, 
Venus by swans. 

After them, Phoebus and Mercury descend in swift 
motion. Then Cupid lums to Julia and speaks. 

Cup. 17^ rived deities are come to woo 
AProserpine, who must^hefimndhelow. 
Woidd you, fair nymph, become, this happy hour, 
In name a goddess, as you are in pawi^ ? 
TTien to this cMange ihekii^qfabades^nnll owe 
A fairer Proserpine than heaven can show. 
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[ JuLiA,^** whispered hy Amideo, goes into ^ 

dance t performed hy Cuptd^ Phoebus, Mercury, 

Ceres, Vefius, and Julia. Towards the end of 

the dance, Rodorick, in the habit of Pluto, 

rises from below in a black chariot, all flaming, 

and drawn by black horses ; he ravishes Julia, 

who personated Proserpine, and as he is Carry- 

ing her away, his mxardfaUs qffi Hiffolito 

first discovers him. 

Hip. A rape, a rape ! 'tis Rodorick, 'tis Rodorick ! 

Bod. Then I must have recourse to this. \I)r(W)s. 

Jul. O heavens ! 

[Don Manuel and Gonsalvo draw, and a 
Servant ; the two that acted Phoebus and Mer^ 
cury return to assist Rodorick, and are beat 
back by Manuel and a Servant, while Go^- 
SALVO attacks Rodorick. 
Gons\ Unloose thy hold, foul villain. 
Bod. No, I'll grasp her 
Even after death. 

Jul. Spare him, or I'll die with him. 
Crons. Must ravishers and villains live, while I 
In vain implore her mercy ? 

[ Thrusts at him, and hurts Julia in the arm. 
Jm. Oh, I am murder'd ! 
Crons. Wretched that I am. 
What, have I done ? To what strange punishment 
Will you condemn this guilty hand ? And yet 
My eyes were guilty first : For they could look 
On nothing else but you ; and my unlucky hand 
Too closely foUow'd them ! 

Enter Manuel again. 

Man. The powers above are just, that thou still 
livest. 
For me to kill. 
Bod. You'll find no easy task cm't. 
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Alone ; come both together, I defy you ! 
Curse on this disguise, Uiat has betray'd me 
Thus cheaply to my death. 

Man. Under a devil's shape, thou oould'st not be 
Disguised* 

Jul. Then, must he die ? — 
Yet, I'll not bid my Rodorick farewell ; 
For they take leave, who mean to be long absent. 

Gons. Hold, sir ! I have had blood Plough already. 
And must not murder Julia again 
In him she loves. — Live, sir ; and thank this lady. 

Rod. Take my life, and spare my thanks. 

Man. Though you 
Forgive him, let me take my just revenge. 

Gons. Leave that distinction to our dim divines. 
That ill, I suffer to be done, I do. 

Hip. My heart bleeds for him : to see his virtue 
O'ercome so &tally, against such odds 
Of fortune, and of love ! — 

Man. Permit his death, and Julia will be yours. 

Jul. Permit it not, and Julia will thank you. 

Gone. Who e'er could think, that one kind word 
from Julia 
Should be preferr'd to Julia herself? 
Could any man think it a greater good 
To save a rival, than possess a mistress ? 
Yet this I do ! these are thy riddles, love !-— 
What fortune gives me, I myself destroy ; 
And feed my virtue, but to starve my joy. 
Honour sits on me like some heavy armour, 
And, with its stiff defence, encumbers me ; 
And yet, when I would put it off, it sticks 
Like Hercules's shirt ; heats me at once. 
And poisons me ! 

Man. I find myself grow calm by thy example^ 
My panting heart heaves less and less, ^di pulse ; 
And all the b(»Ung. i^its scatter from it. 

VOL. II. L 
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Since thou desirest he should not die, he shall not. 
Till I on nobler terms can take his life. 

Sod. The next turn may be yours. — ^Remember, 
I owed this danger to your wilfulness. 
Once you might easily have been mine, and mrould 
not {JExit RoDORicK. 

Man. Lead out my sister, friend ; her hurtfs so 
smallj 
Twffl scarce disturb the ceremony. — 
Ladies, once more your pardons. 

[^Leads etU the Company. Ejeeunt 

Manent Julia, Gonsalvo, Amideo, and Hippo- 
LiTO. Gonsalvo offers his hand, Jcjlia puHs 
back hers. 

Jul. This hand would rise in blisters, should'st 
thou touch it ! 
My Rodorick's displeased with me, and thou. 
Unlucky man, the cause. Dare not so much 
As once to follow me. [Exit Julia. 

€rons. Not follow her ! Alas, she need not bid me ! 
Oh, how could I presume to take that hand. 
To which mine proved so fatal ! 
Nay, if I might, should I not fear to touch it ? 
A murderer's touch would make it bleed afresh ! 

Amid. I think, sir, I could kill her for your sake. 

Grons. Repent that word, or I shall hate thee 
strangely. 
Harsh words from her, like blows from angry kings. 
Though they are meant affi-onts, are construed fa- 
vours. 

Hip. Her inclinations and aversions 
Are both alike unjust ; and both, I hope. 
Too violent to last. Chear up yourself; 
For if I live, (I hope I shall not long,) [Aside. 
She shall be yours. 

Amid. 'Twere much more noble in him. 
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To make a conquest of himself, than her. 
She ne'er can merit him ; and» hadst not thou 
A mean low soul, thou would'st not name her to him. 
Hip. Poor child, who would'st be wise above fchy 
years ! 
Why dost thou talk like a philosopher. 
Of fconquering love, who art not yet grown up. 
To try the force of any manly passion ? 
The sweetness of thy mother's milk is yet 
Within thy veins, not sour'd and turn'd by love. 
Crons. Thou hast not field enough in thy young 
breast. 
To entertain such storms to struggle in. 

Amid. Young as I am, I know the power of love, 
Its less disquiets and its greater cares. 
And all that's in it, but the happiness. 
Trust a boy's word, sir, if you please, and take 
My innocence for wisdomj^ Leave this lady ; 
Cease to persuade yourself you are in love. 
And you will soon be freed. ' Not that I wish 
A thing, so noble as your passion, lost 
To all the sex : Bestow it on some other ; 
You'll find many as fair, though none so cruel. — 
Would I could be a lady for your sake ! 

Hip. If I could be a woman, with a wish. 
You should not be without a rival long. 

Amid. A cedar,^ of your stature, would not cause 
Much jealousy. 
Hip. More than a shrub of yours. 
Gons. How eagerly these boys fall out for no- 
thing ! — 
Tell me, Hippolito, wert thou a woman. 
Who would'st thou be ? 

Hip. I would be Julia, sir. 
Because you love her. 

Amid. I would not be she. 
Because she loves not you. 
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Hip. True, Amideo ; 
And, therefore, I would wish myself a lady. 
Who, I am sure, does infinitely love him. 

Amid. I hope that lady has a name? 

Hip. She has. 
And she is call'd Honoria, sister to 
This Jidia, and bred up at Barcelona ; 
Who loves him with a flame so pure and noble. 
That, did she know his love to Julia, 
She would beg Julia to make- him happy. 

GoM. This startles me ! 

Awid. Oh, sir, believe him not. 
They love not truly, who, on any terms, 
Can part with what they love. 

Gms. I saw a lady 
At Barcelona, of what name I know not. 
Who, next to Julia, was the fairest creature 
My eyes did e'er behold. But, how camest thou 
To know her ? 

Hip. Sir, some other time I'll tell you. 

Amd. It could not be Honoria, whom you saw ; 
For, sir, she has a fece so very ugly. 
That, if she were a saint for holiness. 
Yet no man would seek virtue there. 

Hip. This is the lyingest boy, sir ; — I am sure 
He never saw Honoria ; for her face, 
Tis not so bad to frighten any man — 
None of the wits have libell'd it. 

Amid. Don Rodorick's sister, Angelina, does 
So far exceed her, in the ornaments 
Of wit and beauty, though now hid from sight. 
That, like the sun, (even when eclipsed) she casts 
A yellowness upon all other faces. 

Hip. I'll not say much of her, but only this, 
Don Manuel saw not with my eyes, if e'er 
He loved that Flanders shape ; that lump of esoth. 
And phlegm together. 
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Amid. You have often seen her, 
It seems, by your description of her person. 
But ril maintain on any Spanish ground. 
Whatever she be, yet she is far more worthy 
To have my lord her servant, than Honoria. 

Hip. And I'll maintain Honoria's right against 
her, 
In any part of all the world. 

Chns. You go 
Too far, to quurel on so slight a ^und. 

Hip. O pardon me, my lord, it is not dight. 
I must confess, I am so much concerned, 
I shall not bear it long. 

Amid. Nor I, assure you. 

Cr(m9. 1 will believe what both of you have said. 
That Honoria» and Angdina, 
Both equally are fair. 

Amid^ Why did you name 
Honoria first ? 

Gram. And, since you take their parts so eageriy. 
Henceforth TU call you by those ladies' names. 
You, my HippoUto^ shall be Honoria ; 
And you, my Ajmideo, Angelina. 

Amd. Thcoi all my s^vices» I wish, may make 
You kind to Angelina, for my sake. 

Hip. Put all my merits on Honoria'a score. 
And think no maid could ever love you more. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Manuel sobis. 

Man. Thus I provide for others' happiness. 
And lose my own. 'Tis true, I cannot blame 
Thy hatred, Angelina, but thy silence. 
Thy brother^s hatred made thine just ; but yet 
'Twas cruel in thee not to tell me so. 
Conquest is noble, when a heart stands out ; 
But mine, which yielded, how could'st thou betray ? 
That heart, of which thou could'st not be deprived 

By any force or power, beside thy own ; 
Like empires, to that fatal height arrived. 

They must be ruin'd by themselves alone. 
My guarded freedom cannot be a prize 

To any scornful face a second time ; 
For thy idea, like a ghost, would rise. 

And fright my thoughts from such another crime. 

Enter a Servant^ tvith a letter. 

Man. From whom ? 

Serv. Sir, the contents will soon resolve you. 

[jET? reads. 

Man. Tell Rodorick, he has prevented me 
In my design of sending to him first. 
I'll meet him, single, at the time and place ; 
But, for my friend, tell him, he must excuse me. 
I'll hazard no man in my quarrel, but 
Myself alone. {^JExit Servant. 

Who's within there ? 
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Enter a Servant 
Go^ call my sister, and Gkmsalvo, hither. 

\^Exil Servant. 
'Twas push'd so far, that, like twotirmies, we 
Were drawn so closely up, we could not part 
WitfaoHt engagement. Buttheymustnotknowit. — 

EfUer Julia, Gonsalvo, and Amideo. 

I have some business calls me hence, and know not 

When I shall return : But, ere I go. 

That power I have, by my dead rattler's will. 

Over my sister, I bequeath to you. [To Gons. 

She, and her fortunes, both be firmly yours ; 

And this when I revoke, let cowardice 

Blast all my youth, and treason taint my age. 

Gon. Sir 

Man. Nay, good, no thanks ; I cannot stay. 

^Exit Manuel. 

Crons. There's something more than ordinary in 
this. 
Go, Amideo, quickly follow him. 
And bring me word which way he takes. 

Amid. I go, sir. [Exit Amid. Julia kneels. 

Gims. Madam, when you implore the powers di- 
vine. 
You have no prayers in which I will not join. 
Though made against myself. [Kneels toith her. 

Jul In vain I sue. 
Unless my vows may be convey'd by you. 

Gons. Convey'd by me ! My ill success in love 
Shews me, too «ure^ I have few fiiends above. 
How can you fear your just desires to want ? 
When the gods pray, they both request and grant. 

Jul. Heaven has resign'd my fortune to yournand. 
If you, like heaven, the afflicted understand. 
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Gons. The language of the afBicted is not new ; 
Too well I leam'd it, when I first saw you. 

Jul. In spite <rf me, you now command my fiite ; 
And yet the vanquished seeks the victor^s hate ; 
Even in this low submission, I declare, 
That, had I power, I would renew the war. 
I'm forced to stoop, and 'twere too great a Wow 
To bend my pride, and to deny me too. 

Gons. You nave my heart ; dispose it to your will ; 
If not, you know the way to use it ill. 

Jul. Cruel to me, though kind to your desert. 
My brother ^ves my person, not my heart ; 
And I have left no other means to sue, 
But to you only,— to be freed firom you. 

Gons. From such a suit how can you hope success. 
Which, given, destroys the giver's happiness ? 

Jul. You think it equal you should not resign 
That power you have, yet will not leave me mine ; 
Yet on my will I have the power alone. 
And, since you cannot move it, move your own* 
Your worth and virtue my esteem may win. 
But women's passions fix>m thanselves begin ; 
Merit may be, but force still is, in vain. 

Gons. I would but love you, not your love con- 
strain ; 
And though your brother left me to command. 
He placed his thunder in a gentle hand. 

Jtd. Your favour from constndnt has setme firee^ 
But that secures not my felicity. 
Slaves, who, befoice, did cruel masters serve. 
May fly to deserts, and in fi-eedom starve. 
The noblest part of liberty tbeylos^ 
Who can but shun, and want tiie power to cfause. 

Gons. O whither would your fatal reasons move i 
You court my kindness, to destroy my love. 

Jtd. You nave the power to make my happiness. 
By giving that, which you can ne'er possess. 
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Gans. Give you to Rodorick ! there wanted yet 
That curse, to make my miseides complete. 

Jul. Departing misers bear a nobler mind ; 
They, when they can enjoy no more, are kind ; 
You, when your love is dying in despair. 
Yet want the charity to make an heir. 

CrOM. Though hope be dying, yet it is not dead ; 
And dying people with small food are fed. 

Jul. The greatest kindness dying fiiends can have. 
Is to dispatch them, when we cannot save. 

Gons. Those dying people, could they speak at alU 
That pity of their friends would murder calL 
For men with horror dissolution meet ; 
The minutes even of painful life are sweet. 

Jul. But I'm by powerful inclination led ; 
And streams turn seldom to their fountain head. 

Gans. No ; 'tis a tide which carries you away ; 
And tides may turn, though they can never stay. 

Jul. Can you pretend to love, and see my grief 
Caused by yourself, yet give me no relief ? 

GoM. Where's my reward ? 

JtU. The h(mour of the flame. 

Gtms. I lose the substance, then, to gain the name. 

Jul. 1 do too much a mistress' power betray ; 
Must slaves be won by courtship to obey ? 
Thy disobedience does to treason rise. 
Which thou, like rebels, would'st with love disguise. 
I'll kill myself, and, if thou can*st deny 
To see me happy, Aou shalt see me die. 

Gons. O stay ! I can with less regret bequeath 
My love to Rodorick, than you to death. 
And yet— — 

Jul. What new objection can you find ? 

Grons. But are you sure you never shall be kind ? 

Jul. Never. 

GoM. Whiat! never? 

Jul. Never to remove. 
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Gims. Oh fatal never to souls damn'd in love ! 

Jul. Lead me to Rodorick. 

Gons. If it must be so— 

Jtd. Here, take my hand, swear on it thou wilt go. 

Crons. Oh balmy sweetness ! but 'tis lost to me, 

J He kisaes her hand. 
emn'd to die. 

Another, and I vow to go i- Once more ! 

If I swear often, I shall be forswore. 

Others against tibeir wills may haste their fate ; 

I only toil to be unfortunate : 

More my own foe than all my stars could prove ; 

They give her person, but I give her love. 

I must not trust myself Hippolito ! 

Enter Hippolito. 

Hip. My lord. 

Gms. Quickly go find Don Rodorick out : 
Tell him, the Lady Julia will be walking 
On the broad rock, that lies beside the port. 
And there expects to see him instantly. 
In the mean time Til call for Amideo. 

Jtd. You'll keep your promise to Don Rodorick ? 

Gons. Madam, since you bring death, I welcome it ; 
But to his fortune, not his love, submit 

[^Exit GONSALVO. 

Hip. I dare not ask what I too fain would hear ; 
But, like a tender mother, hope and fear. 
My equal twins, my equal care I make. 
And keep hope quiet, lest that fear should wake. 

{^Aside. Exit Hippolito. 

Jtd. So, now I'm firmly at my own dispose. 
And all the lets, my virtue caused, removed. 
Now, Rodorick, I come 

Enter Gonsalvo again. 
Gons. Madam, my boy's not yet return'd. 
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Jvl. No matter, we'll not stay for him. 
Gens. Fray mfJce nbt too much haste. 

[^Exeunt Jul. and Gons. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Don Rodorick, and a Servant. 

Bod. Have you bespoke a vessel, as I bid you ? 

Sero. I have done better ; for I have employ'd 
Some, whom I know, this day to seize a ship ; 
Which they have done, clapping the men within her 
All under hatches, with such speed and silence. 
That, though she rides at anchor ill the port 
Among the rest, the change is not discover'd. 

Bod. Let my best goods and jewels be embark'd 
With secrecy. We'll put to sea this night. 
Have you yet found my sister, or her woman ? 

Serv. Neither, sir ; but in all probal»lity 
She is with Manuel. 

Bod. Would God the meanest man in Alicant 
Had Angelina, rather than Don Manuel ! 
I never can forgive, much less forget. 
How he (the younger soldier) was preferred 
To that command of horse, which was my due. 

Serv. And, after that, by force disseized you of 
Your quarters 

Bod. Should I meet him seven years hence. 

At the altar, I would kill him there ! ^I had 

Forgot to tell you, the design we had. 

To carry Julia by force away. 

Will now be needless : she'U come to the rock 

To see me ; you, unseen, shall stand behind. 

And carry her into the vesseL 

Serv. Shall I not help you to despatch Don Ma- 
nuel? 

Bod. I neither doubt my valour nor my fortune : 
But if I die, revenge me. Presently 
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About your business ; I must to tbe rode. 

For fear I oome too late. [Exeunt severally . 

SCENE III. — Through a rock is discovered a TUivy 
of ships riding at a distance. 

Enter Amideo. 

Amid. Thus ftr, unseen by Manuel, I have traced 
him; 
He can be gone no farther than the walk 
Behind the rock : I'll back, and tell my master. 

Enter Hifpolito at the other end. 

Hip. Thisis theplaoe, whereRodorick must expect 
His JTulia :**-*How ! Amideo here ! 

Amid. HippoUto! 

Hip. This were so fit a time 
For my revenge^ had I the courage, now ! 
My heart swelb at him, and my breath grows short ; 
But whether fear or anger choaks it up, 
I cannot tell. 

Amid. He looks so ghastfully. 
Would I were past him ! yet I fear to try it. 
Because my mind misgives me he will stq[^ me.-^ 
By your leave, Hippolito. 

Hip. Whither so fast ? 

Amid. You'll not presume to hindw my knrd's 
business ? 
He shall know it 

Hip. I'll make you sure, before. 
For telling any tales. Do you remember. 
Since you defended Angelina's beauty 
Against Honoria's ; nay, and would maintain it ? 

Arhid. And so I will do still ; (I must feign 
courage. 
There is no other way.) [^Aside. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



SCfiN£ III. THE RIVAL LADIES. 178 

Hip. Ill SO revenge 
That injury ! (if my heart fails me not.) 

Amid. Come» confess touly» — ^for I know it fails 
you, — 
Whdt would you give to avoid fighting now ? 

Hip. No» 'tis your heart that f^s. 

Arnid. I scorn the danger ; 
Yet, what compassion on your youth might do, 
I cannot teU ; and, therefore, do not work 
Upon my pi^ ; for I feel already 
My stout heart melts. 

Hip. Oh ! Are you thereabout ? 
Now I am sure you fear ; and you shall fight. 

Amid. I will not fight 

Hip. Confess, then, Angelina 
Is not so fair as is Honoria. 

Amid. I do confess. Now are you satisfied ? 

Hip. There's more behind ; confess her not so 
worthy 
To be beloved, nor to possess Gonsalvo, 
As fait Honoria is. 

Amid. Thaf s somewhat hard. 

Hip. But you must do% or die. 

Amid. Wdl, life is sweet ; 
She's not so worthy. Now, let me be gone. 

Hip. No, never to my master ; swear to quit 
His service, and no more to see his face. 

Amid. I fkin would save my life, but that, which 
you 
Propose, is but another name to die. 
1 cannot live without my master's sight. 

Hip. Then you must fight with me for him. 

Amid. I would 
Do any thing with you, but fighting for him. 

Hip. Nothing but that will sCTve. 

Amid. Lay by our swords. 
And I'll scratch with you for him. 
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Hip. That's not manly. 

Amid. Well, since it must be so, 111 fight. 

Unbutton. [Hippolito unhuttmis sUywly. 
How many buttons has he ? I'll be one 
Behind him still. [^Aside. 

^Unbuttons one by one after him. Hippo- 
lito makes m4>re haste. 
You are so prodigal ! if you loved my master. 
You would not tear his doublet so. — ^How's this ! 
Two swelling breasts ! a woman, and my rival ! 
The stings of jealousy have given me courage. 
Which nature never gave me. — 
Come on, thou vile dissembler of thy sex ! 
Expect no mercy ; either thou or I 
Must die upon this spot. Now for Gonsalvo — 
Sa— Sa 

Hip. This courage is not counterfeit ; ah me ! 
What shall I do ? — ^For pity, gentle boy — — 

Amid. No pity ; such a cause as ours 
Can neither give nor take it. If thou yieldest, 
I will not spare thee ; therefore, fight it out. 

[Tears open his doublet. 

Hip. Death to my hopes ! a woman ! and so rare 
A beauty, that my lord must needs doat on her. 
I should myself, if I had been a man. 
But, as I am, her eyes shoot death at me. 

Amid. Come, have you said your prayers ? 

Hip. For thy confusion, — 
Thou ravenous harpy, with an angel's face, — 
Thou art discover'd, thou too charming rival ; 
I'll be revenged upon those fatal eyes. 

Amid. I'll tear out thine. 

Hip. I'll bite out hungry morsels 
From those plump cheeks, but I will make them 
thinner. 

Amid. I'd beat thee to the blackness of a Moor, 
But that the features of thy face are such, 

8 
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Such damnable, invincible good features, 
That as an Ethiop thou 'would'st still be loved. 
Hip. I'll quite unbend that black bow o'er thine 
eyes; 
I'll murder thee, and Julia shall have him, 
Rather than thou. 

Amid. I'll kill both thee and her. 
Rather than any one but I shall have him. 
ELip. Come on, thou witch. 
Amid. Have at thy heart, thou Syren. 

[They draw and fight awkwardly ^ not 
coming near one another. 
Amid. I think I paid you there. ' 

Hip. O stay a little, 
And tell me in what comer of thy heart 
Gonsalvo lies, that I may spare that place. 

Amid. He lies in the last drop of all my bloody 
And never will come out, but with my soul. 

Hip. Come, come, we dally ; 
Would one of us were dead, no matter which ! 

[They fight nearer. 

Enter Don Manuel. 

Man. The pretty boys, that serve Gronsalvo, 
fighting ! 
I come in time to save the life of one. 

[HiPPOLiTO gets Amideo down in closing. 
Manuel takes away their swords. 
Hip. For goodness' sake, hinder not my re- 
venge! 
Amid. The noble Manuel has saved my life. 
Heavens, how unjustly have I hated him. [Aside. 
Man. What is it, gentle youths, that moves you 
thus? 
I cannot tell what causes you may find ; 
But, trust me, all the world, in so much sweetness. 
Would be to seek where to begin a quarreL 
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You seem the little Cupids in the Mng^ 
Contending for the honey-^bag. 

Hip. 'Tis weU 
You're come ; you may prevent a greater mischief. 
Here 'tis, Gonsalvo has appointed Rodoric k - . 

Man. To fight? 

Hip. What's worse ; to give yomr sister to him. 
Won by her tears, he means to leave her free. 
And to redeem her misery with his* 
At least so I conjecture. 

Man. 'Tis a doubtful 
Problem ; either he loves her violently. 
Or not at all. 

Amid. You have betray'd my master. 

[ To HipPOLiTo, aMe. 

Hip. If I have injured you, I mean to give you 
The satisfaction of a gentlewoman. 

Enter Gonsalvo and Julia. 

Man. Oh, they are here ; now I shall be resolved. 

JuL My brother Manuel ! what fortune's this ? 

Man. I'm glad I have prevented you. 

Ghns. With what 
V^ariety my fate torments me still ! 
Never was man so dragg'd along by virtue ; 
But I must follow ha*. 

JuL Noble Gonsalvo, 
Protect me from my brother. 

CtoM. Tell me, ar. 
When you bestow'd your sister on me, did not 
You give her freely up to my dispose ? 

Man. "Us true^ I did ; but never with intent 
Yoo should restore her to my enemy. 

Gons. 'Tis past ; 'tis done. She undermined my 
soul 
With tears ; as banks are sapp'd away by streams. 

Man. I wonder what strange blessing slie expects 
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From the Imrsh nature of this Rodorick ; 
A man made up of malice and revenge. 

JvZ. If I possess him, I may be uimppy ;. 
But if I lose him, I am surely so. 
Had you a friend so desperately side. 
That all physicians had forsook his cure ; 
All scorcn'd without, and all parch'd up within. 
The moisture that maintained consuming nature 
Lick'd up, and in a fever fried away ; 
Could you behold him beg, with dying eyes^ 
A glass of water, and refuse it him. 
Because you knew it il> for his disease ? 
When he would die without it, how could you 
Deny to make his death more easy to him^ 

Man. Talk not to me of love, when honour suf- 
fers. 
The boys will hiss at me. 

Gons. I suffer most : 
Had there been choice, what would I not have 

chose? 
To save my honour I my love must lose : ; 
But promises, once made, are past debate. 
And truth's of more necessity than fate. 

Man. I scarce can think your promise absolute ; 
There might some way be thought on, if you would. 
To keep both her and it. 

Gons. No, no ; my promise was no trick of state : 
I meant to be made truly wretched first. 
And then to die ; and I'll perform them both. 

Man. Then that revenge, I meant on Rodorick, 
J'U take on you. [Draws. 

Gons. 1 draw with such regret. 

As merchants throw their wealth ir)to the sea,. 
To save their sinking vessels from a wreck. 

Man. I find I cannot lift my han^ against thee : 
Bo what thou wilt ; but let not me behold it. 

{Goes qff^ little way. 

VOL. II. M 
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Ill cut this Gordian knot I cannot loose. 
To keep his promise/ 'Rodorick shall have her. 
But ril return and rescue her by force ; 
Then giving back what he so fiankly gave, 
At once my honour and his love rii save. 

lExit Manuel. 

JSnter Rodomck. 

Bod. How ! Julia brought by him ?— Who sent 

for me ? 
Gons. 'Twas 1. 

Rod. I know your business then ; 'tis fighting. 
GoM. You're mistaken ; 'tis something that I 

Rod. Whatis't? 

Gons. Why, ^'twill not out : Here, take her ; 

And deserve her : but no thanks ; 
For fear I should consider what I give, 
And call it back. 

Jul. O my dear Rodorick ! 

Gons. O cruel Julia ! 
For pity shew not all your joy before me ; 
Stifle some part of it one minute longer. 
Till I am dead. 

Jul. My Rodorick shall know. 
He owes his Julia to you.*— Thank him, love ; 
In faith I take it ill you are so slow. 

Rod. You know he has forbid me ; and, beside. 
Hell take it better from your mouth than mine ; 
An that you do must needs be pleasing to him. 

Jul. Still sullen and unkind ! 

Rod. Why, then, in short, 
I do not understand the benefit. 

Gons. Not to have Julia in thy free possession ? 

Rod. Not brought by you ; not of another's lea- 
ving. 
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Jul. Speak softly, Roderick : Let not tbese hear 
tliee: 
But spare my shame for the ill choice I made» 
In loving thee. 

Rod. 1 will speak loud, and tell thee, 
Thou com'st, all cloy*d and tired with his embraced, 
To pro£fer thy pall'd love to me ; his kisses 
Do yet bedew thy lips ; the very prmt, 
His arms made round thy body, yet remains. 

Gens. O barbarous jealousy ! 

Jul. Tis an harsh word. 
I am too pure for thee ; but yet I love thee. 

[Q^« to take his hand. 

Rod. Away, foul impudence ! 

Gons. Madam, you wrong 
Your virtue, thus to dear it by 8ul»nission. 

Jul. Whence grows this boldness, sir ? did I ask 
you 
To be my champion ? 

Bod. He chose to be your friend, and not your 
husband : 
Left that dull part of dignity to me ; 
As often the worst actors play the kings. 

Jtd. This jealousy is but excess of passion, 
Which grows up, wild, in every lover's breast ; 
But changes kind when planted in an husband. 

Mod. Well, what I am, I am ; and what I will be, 
"When you are mine, my pleasure shall determine. 
I will receive no law from any man. 

Jul. This strange unkindness of my Rodoriek 
I owe to thee, ana thy unlucky love ; 
Henceforth go lock it up within thy breast ; 
'Tis only harmless while it is concealed. 
But, opened, spreads infection like a vault. 
Go, and my cur^ go with thee ! 

Grons. I cannot go till I behold you happy :-— — 
Her^, Rodor^, receive her on thy knees ; 
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Use her with that respect, which thou Would'st pay 

Thy guardian angel, if he could be seen. 

Do not provoke my anger by refusing. 

I'll watch thy least offence to her ; each word. 

Nay, every sullen look ; 

And, as the devils, who are damn'd to torments. 
Yet have the guilty souls their slaves to punish ; 
So, under me, while I am wretched, thou 
Shalt be tormented. 

Bod. Would'st thou make me the tenant of thy 
lust. 
To toil, and for my labour take the dregs. 
The juicy vintage being lefl for thee ? 
No : she's an infamous, lewd prostitute. 
I loath her at my soul. 

Gons. I can forbear 
No longer ;. swallow down thy lie, foul villain. 

\Th^ fght off the stage. Exeunt. 

Jul. Help, help ! 

Aimd. Here is that witch, whose fatal beauty 
Began the mischief; she shall pay for all. 

[ Goes to kill Ju i-i a. 

Sip. I hate her for it more than thou canst do ; 
But cannot see her die, my master loves. 

IGoes between toith her stoard. 

Enter Go^sai^yo, following Rodorick, who Jails. 

Bod. So, now I am at rest : 
I feel death rising higher still, and higher. 
Within my bosom ; every breath I fetch 
Shuts up my life within a shorter compass. 
And, like the vanishing sound of bells, grows less 
And less each pulse, till it be lost in air. 

[^Swoons away. 

Gons. Down at your feet, much injured inno- 
cence, 
I lay that sword, whic h 
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Jul. Take it up again ; 
It has not done its work till I am kill'd : 
For ever, ever, thou hast robb'd me of 
That man, that only man, whom I could love. 
Dost thou thus court thy mistress? thus oblige her? 
All thy obligements have been fatal yet. 
Yet the most fatal now would most oblige me. 
Kill me : — ^yet I am killed before in him. 
I lie there on the ground ; cold, cold, and pale : 
That death, I die in Rodorick, is far 
More pleasant than that life I live in Julia. — 
— See how he stands — when he is bid despatch me ! 
How dull ! how spiritless ! that sloth possest 
Thee not, when thou didst kill my Rodorick. 

Gons. Pm too unlucky to converse with men : 
FU pack together all my mischiefs up. 
Gather with care each little remnant of them; 
That none of them be left behind : Thus loaded. 
Fly to some desert, and there let them loose, 
Where they may never prey upon mankind. 
But you may make my journey shorter : — ^Take 
This sword ; *twill show you how. — 

Jvl. I'll gladly set you on your way. 

[ Takes hu sword. 

Enter three o/'Rodorick's Servants. 

1 Serv. Make haste ; he's now unarm'd, we may 

with ease 
Revenge my master's death. 
Jw/. Now these shall do it. 
Gons. I'll die by none but you. 
Hip. O here, take my sword, sir. 
Amid. He shall have mine. 

[Both give their swords to Gonsalvo. 

Enter Manuel. 
Man. Think not of death. 
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We'll live and conquer. [7%^ heat (hem qffi 

Man. These fellows, though beat off, will strait 
return 
With more ; we must make haste to save oursdves. 

Hip. 'Tis far to the town, 
And, ere you teach it, you will be discover'cf. 

Chms. My life's a burden to me, were not Julia's 
Concem'd ; but, as it is, she, bdng present, 
Will be found accessary to his death. 

Man. See where a vessel lies, not far from shore ; 
And near at hand a boat belonging to her ; 
Lef s haste aboard, and, what with prayers and gifts. 
Buy our concealment there. — Come, JuUa. 
Crons. Alas, she swoons away upon the body. 
Man. The night grows on apace'; we'll take her 
in 
Our arms, and bear her hence. 

[Exeunt Gonsalvo, and the bays, with Ma- 
nuel, carrying Julia. 

TTie Servants enter again. . 

1 Serv. They are all gone, we may return with 
srfety: 
Help me to bear the body to the town. 

S Serv. He stirs and breathes a little ; there may 
be 
Some hope. 

8 Serv. The town's far off, and the evening cold. 
Let's carry him to the ship. 
1 Serv. Haste then away : 
Things, once resolved, are ruin'd by delay. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 

The Scene lying in a Carradc. 

Enter a Pirate and the Captain, 

Pir. Welcome a ship-board^ captain ; you staid 
long. 

Capt. No longer than was necessary for shifting 
trades ; to change me from a robber to a pirate. 

Pir. There's a fair change wrought in you since 
yesterday morning ; then you talked of nothing but 
repentance, and amendment of life. 

Capt Faith, I have considered better on't : ibr, 
conversing a whole day togfsther with honest inen> 
I found tnem all so poor and beggarly, that a <;ivil 
person would be ashamed to be seen with them :— 
but you come from Don Rodorick's cabin ; wnat 
hopes have you of his life ? 

Pir. No danger of it, only loss of blood had 
made him faint awa^ ; he called for you. 

Capt. Well, are his jewels and his plate brought 
in? 

Pir. They are. — When hoist we sails ? 

Capt. At the first break of day. When we are 
got out clear, we'll seize on Rodorick and his rn^eii 
They are not many, but fear may make them des- 
perate. 

Pir. We may take them, when they are laid to 
sleep. 

Capt. 'Tis well advised. 

Pir. I forgot to tell you, sir, that a little before 
Don Rodorick was brought in> a company of gen- 
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tlemen (pursued it seems by justice) procured our 
boat to row them hither. Two of them carried a 
very fair lady betwixt them^ who was either dead, 
or swooned. 

Capt. We'll sell them altogether to the Turk, — 
at least I'll tell them so. \^Aside. 

Pir. Vrojf sir, let us reserve the lady to our own 
uses ; it were a shame to good catholics to give her 
up to infidels. 

Capt Don Rodorick's door opens ; I'll speak to 
him. 

7%e Scene draws and discovers the Captain^ s cabin ; 
RoDORiCK on a bed, and two Servants hy him. 

Capt, How is it with the brave Don Rodoriek ? 
Dp you want any thing ? 

Rod. I have too much 
Of that I would not, love ; 
And what I would have, that I want, revenge. 
I must be set ashore. ^ 

Capt. That you may, sir ; 
But our own safety must be thought on first. 

[One enters f and whispers the Captain. 

Capt. I come. Seignior, think you are lord 

here, and command 
All fi-eely. [Exeunt Captain and Pirates. 

Rod. He does well to bid me think so. I am of 
opinion 
We are fallen into huckster's hands. 

1 Serv. Indeed he talked suspiciously enough ; 
He half denied to land us. 

Rod. These, Pedro, are your confiding men 

2 Serv. I think them still so. 
Rod. Would I were from them. 
2 Serv. 'Tis impossible 

To attempt it nov^r ; you have not strength enough 
To walk. 
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Then mon fleeurely we may set upon them. 
And loU them half, before the rest can wake. 
By ibis meant too, the boys are usefol for us, 
FcH* they can cut the throats o£ steeping men. 

JSm. Now have I the greatest temptation in the 
world to reveal thou art a woman. [7b Amideo. 

Amid. If 'twere not for thy beauly, my master 
should know, what a man he keeps. 

[IbHiPPOLITO. 

Sip. Why should we have recoiurse to desperate 
ways, 
When safer may be thought on ? 
Tis like ^ving the extreme unetion, 
In the' beginning of a sickness ; 
Can you imagine to find all asleep ? 
The wicked joy, of having such a booty 
In their possession, will keep some awake ; 
And some, no doubt, will watch with wounded 
Rodorick. 

Amid. What would your wisdom now propose ? 

JSTip. To say 
That some of us are sea-sick ; (your complexion 
Will make the excuse for us who are less fair :) 
So, by good words and promises, procure 
We may be set ashore, ere morning come. 

AfMia. O, the deep reasons of the grave Hippo- 
Uto!— 
As if 'were likely, in so calm a season. 
We should be sick so soon ; or, if we were^ 
Whom should we chuse among us to go tell it ? 
For whoe'er ventures out must needs be known ; 
Qr, if none knew us, can you think that pirates 
Will let us go upon such easy terms, 
As promising rewards ?— Let me advise you. 

JSip. Now, we expect an orade. 

Amid. Here are bundles. 
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Of canvas and of cloth, you see lie by us ; 

In which one of us shall sew up the rest. 

Only some breathing place, for air, and food : 

Then call the pirates in, and tell them, we. 

For fear, had drowned ourselves : And when we 

come 
To the next port, find means to bring us out. 

Hip. Pithily spoken ! — 
As if you were to bind up marble statues. 
Which only bore the shapes of men without. 
And had no need of ever easing nature. 

Gons. There's but one wav left, that's this ; — 
You know the rope, by which the cock-boat*s tied, 
Goes down by the stern, and now, we are at anchor, 
There sits no pilot to discover us ; 
My counsel is, to go down by the ladder. 
And, being once there, unloose, and row to shore. 

Man. This, without doubt, were best ; but there 
lies ever 
Some one, or more, within the boat, to watdi it. 

Gons. I'll slide down first, and run the venture 
of it; 
Yoy shall come after me, if there be need. 
To give me succour. 

Man. 'Tis the only way. 

Gons. Go in to Julia, then, and first prepare her, 
With knowledge of the pirates, and the danger 
Her honour's in, among such barbarous people. 

Man. Leave it to me. 

Amid. Hippolito and Julia, 
My rivals, like two pointed rocks appear ; 
And I, through both, must to Gronsdvo steer. 

[Aside. 
[Exeunt all hut Hippolito. 

Hip. As from some steep and dreadful precipice 
The frighted traveller Casts down his eyes, 
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And sees the ocean at so great a distance. 
It looks as if the skies were sunk below him ; 
Yet if some neighbouring shrub (how weak sde'er) 
Peeps up, his willing eyes stop gladly there. 
And seem to ease themselves, and rest upon it : 
So, in my desperate state, each little comfort 
Preserves me from despair. Gonsalvo strove not 
With greater care to give away his Julia, 
Than I have done to part with my Gonsalvo ; 
Yet neither brought to pass our hateful wish. 
Then, we may meet, since different ways we move. 
Chasing each other in the maze of love. lExit 

SCENE III. 

Enter Don Kodobxck, carried by two Servants. 

1 Serv. It was the only way that could be thought 

on. 
To get down by the ladder to the boat. 

2 Serv. You may thank me for that invention. 
Bod. What a noise is here, when the least breath's 

As dangerous as a tempest. 

2 Serv. If any of those rogues should hear him 
talk. 
In what a case were we ? 

Bed. O, patienpe ! patience ! — 
This ass brays out for silence. 

Enter, at the other end, Manuel, leading Julia, 
Gonsalvo, Hippolito, and Amideo. 

Crons. Hark ! what noise is that ? go softly. 

' [^They meet an the middle of the stage. 
Bod. Who's here ! — I am betrayed ! and nothing 
grieves me, 
But I want^strength to die^ with honour. 
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-Jul. Rodorick! 

Is it thy voice, my love ? — Speak, and resolve me. 
Whether thou livest, or I am^dead with thee ? 

Man. Kill him, and force our way. 

Rod. Is Manuel there ? 
Hold up my arm, that I may make one thrust 
At him, before I die. 

Gons. Since we must fall. 
Well sell our lives as dearly as we can. 
' 1 Serv. And we'll defend our master to the last. 

{Fight. 

Enter Pirates, without their Captain. 

1 Pirate. What's the meaning of this uproar ? — 

Quarrelling 
Amongst yourselves at midnight ? 

2 Pirate. We are come in a fit time to dedde 

the difference. 
Man. Hold, gentlemen ! we're equally concem'd, 
[7b KoDOBXCK's Servants. 
We for our own, you for your master's safe^ ; 
If we join forces, we may then reinst them. 
If not, both sides are ruined. 
1 Serv. We agree. 

Gons. Come o'er on our side, then. {They Jain. 

1 Pirate. A mischief on our captain's dirowsi- 

ness; 

We're lost, for want of him ! [ Theyjight. 

Gons. Dear madam, get behind ; while you are 

safe. 

We cannot be o'ercome. [To Julia. 

ITbey drive off the Pirates, and follow them qff. 

Rodorick remains on the ground. 
Rod. I had much rather my own life were lost. 
Than Manuel's were preserved. 
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Enter the Pirates^ retreating before Gonsalvo, S^c. 

1 Firate. All's lost! they fight like devils, and 

our captain 
Yet sleeping in his bed. 

2 Pirate. Here lies Don Rodorick ; 

If we must die, we'll not leave him behind. 

^Gtoes to km him. 
Jvl. O, spare myRodorick's life; and,in exchange. 
Take mine ! I put myself within your power, 
To save or kill. 

1 Pirate. So, here's another pawn. 
For all our safeties. 

Man. Heaven ! what has she done ? 

Crons. Let go the lady, or expect no mercy !— 
The least drop of her blood is worth all yours. 
And mine together. 

1 Pirate. 1 am glad you think so.-— 
Either deliver up yoiir sword, or mine 
Shall pierce her heart this moment. 

Crone. Here, here, take it. 

Man. Xou are not mad, to give away all hopes 

[Manuel hoUk him. 
Of safety and defence, from us, from her. 
And from yourself, at once ! 

Gom. When she is dead, * 

What is there worth defending ? 

Man. Will you trust 
A pirate's promise, sooner than your valour ? 

Crons. Any thing, rather than see her in danger. 

1 Pirate. Nay, if you dispute the matter ! — 

iHolds his sword to her breast. 
. Gons. I yield, I yield! — ^Reason to love must bow. 
Love, that gives courage, can make cowards too ! 

\^Grives his sword. 

Jul. O, strange effect of a most generous passion ! 
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Rod. His enemies themselves must needs admire 
it. ^ • 

Man. Nay, if Gonsalvo makes a fashion of it^ 
'Twill be valour to die tamely. [Gives his. 

Hip. I am for dying too with my dear master. 

Ainid. My life will go as easily as a fly's ; 
The least fillip does it in this flight. 

1 Pirate. One call our captain up. Tell him he 
deserves little of the booty. 

Jul. It has so much prevail'd upon my soul, 
I ever must acknowledge it. [To GoNs. 

Rod. Julia has reason, if she love him ; yet, 
I find I cannot bear it. [Aside. 

Gons. Say but, you love me ; I am more than 
paid. 

Jul. You ask that only thing, I cannot give ; — 
Were I not Rodorick's first, I should be yours ; 
My violent love for him, I know, is faulty ; 
Yet passion never can be placed so ill. 
But that tct change it is the greater crime. 
Inconstancy is such a guilt, as makes 
That very love suspected, which it brings ; 
It brings a gift, but 'tis of ill-got wealth. 
The spoils of some forsaken lover's heart. 
Love, alter'd once, like blood let out before. 
Will lose its virtue, and can cure no more. 

GoTis. In those few minutes which I have to live. 
To be call'd yours, is all I can enjoy. 
Rodoriok receives no prejudice by that ; 
I would but make some small acquaintance here. 
For fear I never should enquire you out 
In that new world, which we are going to. 

Amid. Then, I can hold no longer. — ^You desire» 
In death, to be call'd hers ; and all I wish. 
Is, dying, to be yours. 

Hip. You'll not discover ? [Aside. 

Amid. See here tlie most unfortunate of women. 
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That Angdina, whan you all thought lost ; 
And lost die was indeed^ when she beheld 
GonsalYo first 

All. How ?-^ Angdina ! 

Bod Ha! 
My sister ! . 

Amid. I diouglit to have fled love in flying Ma- 
nuel, 
But love pursued me in G<»isalvo^ shape : 
For him, I ventured all that maids hcdd dear. 
The opinion of my modesty, and virtue. 
My loss of fortune, and my brother's love. 
For him, I have exposed mysdf to dangers. 
Which, great themselves, yet greater would appear. 
If you could see them thxoum a woman's fear. 
But why do I my right by dangers prove? 
The greatest argument for love is love : 
That pasdon, Julia, while he lives, denies. 
He should refuse to sive her when he dies : 
Yet grant he did his life to her bequeath. 
May I not claim my share of him in death ? 
I only beg, when all the glory's gone. 
The heatless beams of a d^arting sun. 

G(mi. Never was pateion, hid so modestly. 
So generously revealed. 

Man. We're now a chain of lovers linked in 
deatSi ; 
Julia goes first, Gronsalvo hangs on her. 
And Angelina holds upon Gonsalvo, 
As I on AngeUna. 

. Hin. Nay, here's Honoria too :— *• 
You look on me with wonder in your eyes. 
To see me hare, and in this strange disguise. 

Jul. What new miracle is this ? Honoria ! 

Man. I left you vnik my auirt at Barcelona, 
And thoudit, ere this, you had been manried to 
The rich dd man, Doq £stevan de Gama. 

VOL. II. N 
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Hip. I ever had a strange aversion for him : 
But wherivGronsalvo landed there, and made 
A kind of courtship, (though, it seems, in jest,). 
It served to conquer me ; whidi Estevan 
Perceiving, pressed my aunt to haste the mar- 
riage. 
What should I do ? my aunt importuned me 
For the next day : Gonsalvo, though I loved him. 
Knew not my love; nor was I sure his courtship 
Was not the effect of a hare gallantry. 

Gons. Alas ! how grieved I am, that slight ad- 
. dress 
Should make so deep impression on your mind, 
J0 three days time ! . 

Hip. That accident, in which 
You saved my life, when first you saw me, caused 

it. 
Though now the story be too long to tell. 
Howe'er it was, hearing that night, you lay 
Aboard your ship, thus, as you see, disguised. 
In clothes belonging to my youngest nephew, 
I rose ere day, resolved to find you out. 
And, if I could, procure to wait on you 
Without discovery of myself : hut fortune ^ 
Crossed all my hopes. 
; Gom. It was that dismal night 
Which tore my anchor up, and tqss'd my ship. 
Past hope of safety, many days together. 
Until at length it threw me on this port 

Hip. I will not tell you what my sorrows were, 
To find you gone ; but there was now no help. 
Gro back again, I durst not ; but, in fine. 
Thought best, as fast as my we^ li^s would heBJt 

. me, . . > 
To come to Alicant, and find my sister, 
Unjkuawn to any else : But, being near 
The city, I was seized upon by tWeves, : 
From whom you rescued me. — The rest you know. 
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Grons. I know too much indeed for my repose. 

Enter Captain. 

Capt. Do you know me ? 

Gans. Now I look better, on thee, 
Thou seem'st a greater villain than I thought thee. 

Jul 'Tis he ! 

Hip. That bloody wretch, that robb'd us in 
The woods. 

Gms. Slave ! dareat thou lift thy hand against 
me? 
Darest thou touch any one whom he protects. 
Who gave thee life ? But I accuse myself. 
Not thee : The death of all these guiltless persons 
Became my crime, that minute when I spared thee. 

Capt. It is not all your threats can alter me 
From what I have resolved. 

G(ms. Begin, then, first 
With me. 

Capt I will, by laying here my sword. 

[Lays his sword at Gonsalvo's^^/. 

All. What means this sudden change ? 

Capt 'Tis neither new, nor sudden. From that 
time 
You gave me life, I watch'd how to repay it ; 
And Rodorick's servant gave me speedy means 
To effect my wish : For, telling me, his master 
Meant a revenge on you, and oi^ Don Manuel, 
And then to seize on Julia, and depart, 
I proffered him my aid to seize a vessel ; 
And having, by enquiry, found out yours. 
Acquainted first the captain with my purpose. 
To make a seeming mastery of the ship. 

Man. /Row durst he take your word ? 

Capt. That I secured. 
By letting him give notice to the ships 
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That Ijty about : This done, knowing the place 
You were to fight on was behind the rock. 
Not far fi-om thence, I, and some chosen men. 
Lay out of sight, that, if foul play were ofBgr'd, 
We might prevent it : 

But came not in ; because, when there was need^ 
Don Manuel, who was nearer, stepp'd before me. 

Crom. Then the boat, which seem'd 
To lie by chance, hulling not far fi'om shore. 
Was placed by your direction there ? 

Capt. It was. 

Gons. You're truly noble ; and I owe much more 
Than my own life and fortunes to your worth. 

Capt. TTis time I should restore their liberty 
To sudi of yours, as y^ are seeming priscmers. 
I'll wait on you again. [Exit Captain. 

Red. My enemies are lutppy ; lyid die storm. 
Prepared for them, must br^ik upon my head. 

Gons. So far am I from happiness, heaven knows 
My griefs are doubled ! 
I stsmd engaged in hopedess love to Julia ; 
In gratitude to these :-^* 
Here I have given my heart, and here I owe it. 

Hip. Dear master, trouble not yourself for me ; 
I ever made your happiness my own ; 
Let Julia witness with what faith I served you. 
When you employ'd me in your love to her, 
I save your noble heart away, as if 
Itliad been some light galianf s, little worth : 
Not that i loved you less than Angdina, 
But my selfless than you. 

Qi(fM. Wonder of honour ! 
Of which my own was but a fidnter j^adow. 
When I gave Julia, whom I could not keep. 
You fed a fire within, with too rich fuel. 
In giving it your heart to prey upon ; 
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The sweetest offierin^ tiiat was ever burnt 
Since last tiie Phoenix died 

Hip. If Angelina knew, like me, the pride 
Of noUe minds, which is to give, not take, 
like me ^ would be satis&d her heart 
Was w^ bestow'd, and ask for no retuiiL 

Amid. Fray, let my heart alone ; you'll use it as 
Ihe gipsies ao our money ; 
If they once touch it, they have power upon't. 

Enter the Servant^ who appeared {n the first act 

wUh GONSALVO. 

Serv. O, my dear lord, Gonsalvo dc Peralta !. 
Bcfi. De Peralta, sfdd you ? You amaze me ! 
Gons. Why ?— Do you know that family in Se- 
ville? 
Bod. I am myself die elder biDtlier of it. 
Gone. Don Rodorick de Peralta ! 
Bod. I was so. 
Until my mother died, whose name, de Sylva, 
I chose, (our custom not forbidding it) 
Three y^rs ago, when I returned from Flanders : 
I came here to possess a fidr estate. 
Left by an aunt, her sister ; for whose sake 
I take that name ; and liked the place so well. 
That never since have I retum'd to Seville. 
Groms. 'Twas then that change of name, which 
caused my letters 
All to miscarry. What an happy tempest 
, Was this, which would not let me rest at Seville, 
But blew me farther on, to see you h^e ! 

Amid. Brother, I come to claim a sister's share : 
But you're too near me, to be nearer now. 

Crms. In my room, let me beg you to receive 
Don Manuel. 

Amid. I take it half unkindly, 
You give me from yourself so soon : Don Manuel, 
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I know, is worthy, and, but yesterday. 
Preserved my life ; but, it will take some time 
To change my heart. 

Man. I'll watch it patiently, as chemists do 
Their golden birth ; and, when'tis changed, receive it 
With greater care than they their ridi elixir. 
Just passing from one vial to another. 

Bod. Juua is still my brother's, though I lose 
her. 

Gons. You shall not lose her ; Julia was bom 
For none but you ; 
And I for none but my Honoria. 
Julia is yours by inclination ; 
And I, by conquest, am Honoria's. 

Hon. 'Tis the most glorious one that e'er was 
made : 
And I no longer will dispute my happiness. * 

Bod. Julia, you know my peevish jealousies ; 
I cannot promise you a better husband 
Than you have had a servant, 

Jul. I receive you 
With all your faults. 

Bod. And think, when I am fix)ward. 
My sullen humour punishes itself. 
I'm like a day in March, sometimes o'ercast 
With storms, but then the after clearness is 
The greater. The worst is, where I love most, 
The tempest falls most heavy. 

Jul. Ah ! what a little to love is lent ! 
Yet half that time is in unkindness spent. 

Bod. That you may see some hope of my amend- 
ment, 
I give my friendship to Don Manuel, ere 
My brother asks, or he himself desires it. 

Man. I'll ever cherish it. 

Grons. Since, for my sake, you become fridnds, 
my care 
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THE INDIAN QUEEN. 



The plays of Sir Robert Howard were tolerated by hii con- 
temporaries^ on account of the rank, gallantry^ andloyaltyt of the 
author ; at leasts we are now unable to discover any lietter reason 
f(Nr their success. The Comitiittee^ alone^ kept possession of the 
stage till our time ; and that solely 8upp<n*ted by the hiunours of 
Tea^Cy an honest blundering Irish footman, such as we usually 
see m a modern farce. From a hint^ given by Langbaine, Sur 
Robert Howard seems to have been suspected of frequent plajna- 
nsms. At any rate it is certain, that, in die composition of The 
Indian Queen^ he was so fortunate, as to have the assistance of 
our great poet, who was bound to him by ties of personal obli- 
gation. 

It is, of course, difficult even to guess at the share which 
Dryden had in The Indian Queen. Several of the characters have 
a strong resemblance to others, whicti he afterwards drew in bold- 
er colours. Thus, Montezuma, who, like the hero of an ancient 
romance, bears fortune to anv side which he pleases to espouse^ 
is justly pointed out by Settle, as the prototype of Almanzor ; 
though we look in vain for the glowing language, ^hich, though 
sometimes bordering on burlesque, suits so well the extravagant 
character of the Moorish hero. Zempoalla strongly resembles 
Nourmahal in Aureng-Zebe ; both shewing that high spirit of 
pride^ with which Dryden has often invested his female characters. 
The lanraage of The Indian Queen possesses, in general, greater 
ease, and a readier flow of verse, than Sir Robert Howard appears 
to have possessed, when unassisted. Of this he seems himself to 
have been sensible ; and alludes to Dry den's acknowledged supe- 
riority, when maintaining against him the cause of dramatic blank 
verse, as preferable to rhyme *• Besides general hints towards 



* " But writing the epistle in so much haste, I had almost forgot one orgit- 
ment, or observation, which that author (Dryden) has roost good fortune in. It 
is in his Bpifde Dedicatory, before his essay of Dramatic Pocsie ; where, speak- 
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the conception of the characters^ and a superintendance of the 
dialogue, it is probable, that Dryden wrote some entire scenes of 
the following piece. In the third act particularly, the passage 
, respecting the incantation, which resembles that in The Indian 
Emperor, has strong traces of our author's manner. 

The Indiim Queen was acted in 1664; and recdved, says 
Langfoaine, with great applause. It was printed in 1665. 



ing of riiyme in plays, he denies it may be obserred, that none are violent against 
it, but sudi as haye not attempted it, or who have succeeded ill in the attempt : 
Which, as to myself, and him, I eadly acknowledge ;— for, I confess, none has 
waMm in ttaaritajr beHir thMi hJmM^aor &« ushidifaan I.^ 
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As the nwsic plays a soft air, the curtain rises slombfy and discovers 
an Indian Boy and Girl sleeping under two plantain-trees ; and, 
when the curtain is almost up, the music turns into a tune ex- 
pressing an alarm, at which the Boy awakes, and speaks : 

Boy. Wake« wake^ Queviral our soft rest must cease. 
And fly together with our country's peace ! 
No more must we sleep under plantain shade^ 
Which neither heat could pierce^ nor cold invade ; 
Where bounteous nature never feels decay. 
And opening Imds drive falling fruits away* 

Que. Why should men quarrel here, wher^jdl possess 
As much as they can hope for by success }^^ 
None can have most, where nature is so kind. 
As to exceed man's use, though not his mind. 

Boy. By ancient prophecies we have been told. 
Our world shall be subdued bv one more old; — 
And, see» that world abread/s hither come. 

Que. If these be they, we welcome dien our doom! 
Their looks are such, that mercy flows ftom thence. 
More gentle than our native innocence. 

Boy, Why should we then fear these, our enemies, 
That rather seem to us like deities ? 

Qm€, By their protection, let us beg to live; 
They came not here to conquer, but forgive.— 
If so, your goodness may vour power express, 
And we shdl judge both best by our success. 
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The Inca (^Peru. 

Montezuma, his General. 

AcACis, son to Zempoalla, 

Traxalla, General to Zempoali.a. 

Gaiiucca, a faithful sufyect to Amexia. 

J^e God qfJOreams. 

Ismeron, ime of the prophets, a conjuror. 

Officers and Soldiers. 

Peruvians and Mexicans. 

Priests. 

Amexia, the lawful Queen of Mexico. 
Zempoalla, the usurping Indian Queen. 
Orazia, daughter to the Inca. 
Attendants of Ladies. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 



JEnter Inea, Oeazia, Montezuma, Acacis, pru 
, soners^ with Peruvians. 

Inca. Thrice have the Mexicans before us fled. 
Their armies broke, their prince in triumph led. 
Sotli to thy valour, brave young man, we owe. 
Ask thy reward, but such as it may show 
It is a king thou hast obliged, whose mind 
Is large, and, like his fortune, unconfined. 

Mont Young, and a stranger, to your court I 
came. 
There, by your favour, raised to what I am : 
I conquer, but in right of your great fate. 
And so your arms, not mine, are fortunate. 

Inca. I am impatient, till this debt be paid. 
Which still increases on me while delay'd ; 
A bounteous monarch to himself is kind : 
Ask such a gift as may for ever bind 
Thy service to my empire, and to me. 

7 
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Mmt. What can this gift, he bids me ask him, be! 
Perhaps he has perceived our mutual fires. 
And now, with ours, would crown his own desires. 
*Tis so, he sees my service is above 
All other payments but his daughter's love. \AMe. 

Inca. So, quick to merit, and to take so slow ? 
I first prevent small wishes, and bestow 
This prince, his sword apd fortunes, to thy hand ; 
He's thine unask'd ; now make thy free demand. 

Mont Here, prince, receive this sword, as only 
due [Gives Acacis his sword. 

To that excess of courage shown in you. — 
•When you, without demand, a prince bestow. 
Less than a prince to ask of you were low. 

Inca. Then ask a kingdom ; s^y, where thou wilt 
reign. 

Mont. I beg not empires, those my sword can 
gain; 
But, for my past and future service too. 
What I have done, and what I mean to do ; 
For this of Mexico which I have won. 
And kingdoms I will conquer yet unknown ; 
I only ask firom fair Orazia's eyes 
To reap the fruits of all my victories. 

1 Peru. Our Inca's colour mounts into (lis &oe, 

2 Peru. His looks speak death. 
Inca. Young man of unknown race. 

Ask onoe again ; so well thy merits plead. 
Thou shalt not die for that which thou hast said ; 
The price of what thou ask'st^ thou dost not know; 
That gift's too high. 

Mont And all besides too low. 

Inca. Once more I bid thee ask. 

Mora. Once more I make 
The same demand. 

Inca. The Inoa bids thee take 
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Thy choice, what towns, what kingdoms itiiOU 
would'st have. . \ 

Mont. Thou giv'st me only what before I gaye. 
Give me thy daughter. . 

Inca. Thou deserv'st to die. — 

thou great author of our progeny, , ' 
Thou glorious Sun, dost thou not blush to shiifie, 
While such base blood attempts to mix with thine ? 

Mont. That Sun, thou speak'st of, did not hide his 
face, ' .i 

When be beheld me conquering with hisrace. 

Inca. My fortunes gave thee thy succ^ess in fight ! 
Convey thy boasted valour from my sight.; 

1 can o'ercome without thy feeble aid. 

^Exeunt Inca, Orazia, and Peruvians. 
Mont. And is it thus my services are paid ? 

Not all his guards 

IQffers to go, Acacis holds him. 
Aca. Hold, sir. 
Mont. Unhand me. 
Aca. No, I must your rage prevent 
From doing what your reason would repent. ^ . 
Like the vast seas, your mind no limits knows ; 
Like them, lies open to each wind that blows. 
Mont. Can a revenge, that is so just, be ill ? 
Aca. It is Orazia's father, you would kill. 
Mont. Orazia ! how that name has charm'd my 

sword ! 
Aca. Compose these wild distem^jers in your 
breast ; 
Angec, like madness, is appeased by rest. 

Mont. Bid children sleep, my spirits boil too 
high ; 
But, since Orazia's father must not die, 
A nobler vengeance shall my actions guide ; ' 
I'll bear the conquest to the conquer'd side, 

VOL.. II. o 
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Until tlm Ipoa for my firiendship sues^ 
And proffers what his pride does now refuse. 

Aea. Yourlwmoiir is obliged to keep your trust. 

Mont He broke that bond, in ceasing to be just. 

Aca. Subjects tokings should more c^edience pay. 

Mont. Subjects are tound, not strangers, to obey* 

Aca. Can y<m so little your Orazia prize. 
To give die conquest to her enemies ? 
Can you m easily forego her sight ? 
I, that hold liberty more dear thaij light, 
Yet to my freedouj should my chains prefer. 
And think it were well lost to stay with her. 

Mont How unsuccessfolly I still o'eroome! 
I brought a rival, not a captive, home ; 
Yet I may be deceived t but 'tis too lake 
To clear those doubts, my stay brings certain fate. 

\^A9ide. 
Come, jmnce, you ^11 to Mexico return. 
Where your sad armies do your absence mourn; 
And in one battle I will gain you more 
Than I have made you lose in thre^ before. 

Aca. No, Montezuma, though you change your 
side, 
I, as a prisoner, am by honour tied. 

Mont. Yon are my prisoner, and I set you free. 

Aca. 'Twere baseness to accept such liberty. 

Mont. l?tom him, that conquered you, it should 
be sought. 

Ana. TSTo, but Irom him, for whom my conqueror 
fought. 

Mont. Still you are mine, his gift has made you sa 

Aca. He gave me to his general, not his foe. 

Mont. How poorly have you pleaded honour's 
laws ! 
Yet shun the greatest in your country's cause. 

Aca. What succour can the captive give the free ? 

Mont. A needless captive is an enemy. 
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In painted honour yoU would seen to Iskihe : 
But 'twould be clouded, were your wrongs Kke mine. 

Accu When choler such unbridled power can 
have, 
Thy virtue seems but thy revenge's dave : 
If such injustice should my honom* stain, . 
My aid would prove my nation's loss> not gain. 

McmL Be cozen'd by tiiy guilty honesty. 
To make thyself thy country's enemy. 

Aca. I do not mean in the next fight to stain 
My sword in blood of any Mexican, 
But will be present in the fatal strife. 
To guard Orazia's and the Inca's life. 

Mxmt Orazia's life, fond man ! First guard thy 
own ; 
Her safety she must owe to me ahxie. ' 

Aca. Your swonl^ thai; does such wonders, caamot 
be, 
In an ill cause, secure of victory. 

Mont Hark, hark ! {Naise ofttamplimg, 

Aca. What noise is this invades my ear ? 
Fly, Montezuma ! fly, the guards are near : 
To favour your retreat, I'll freely pay 
That life, which you so frankly gave this day. 

Mont I must retire ; but those, that follow tCM^ 
Pursue their deaths, and not their victory. 

{Eodt Mont. 

Aca. Our quarrels kinder than our friendships 
prove : 
You for my country fight, I for your love. 

• Enter Inc a and Gtmrds. 

Inca. I was to blame to leave this madman free ; 
Perhaps he may revolt to the enemy, 
Or stay, and raise some fatal mutiny. 

Aca. Stop your pursuits, for they must pass 
through me. 
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Inca. Where is the slave ? 

Aea. Gone. 

Inea. Whither? 

Aca. O'er the plain ; 
Where he may soon the camp^ or city, gain. 

Ifica. Curse on my dull neglect ! 
And yet I do less cause of wonder find, 
That he is gone, than that thou stay'st behind. 

Aca. My treatment, since you took me, was so 
free, 
It wanted but the name of liberty. 
I with less shame can still your captive live. 
Than take that freedom, which you did not give. 

Inca. Thou brave young man, that hast thy years 
outdone. 
And, losing liberty, hast honour won, 
I must myself thy hcmour's rival make. 
And give that freedom, which thou woiild'st not 

take. 
Go, and be safe. 

Aca. But that you may be so — 
Your dang^s must be past before I go. 
Fierce Montezuma will for fight prepare. 
And bend on you the fury of the war. 
Which, by my presence, I will turn away, 
If fortune gives my Mexicans the day. 

Inca. Come, then, we are alike to honour just. 
Thou to be trusted thus, and I to trust 

\^Exeunt. 



SCKNE IL^Mexico. 

Enter ZEMPOiVLLA, Teaxalla, and attendants. 

Zem. O my Acacis ! 
Does not my grief, Traxalla, seem too rude, 
Thus to press out before my gratitude 
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Has- paid my debts to yoii ? — ^yet it does move 
My rage and grief, to see those Powers above 
Punish such men, as, if they be divine. 
They know will most adore, and least repine. 

Trax. Those, that can only mourn when th^ are 
crost. 
May lose themselves with grieving for the lost. 
Rather to your retreated troops appear, 
And let them see a woman void of fear : 
The shame of that may call their spirits home. 
Were the prince safe, we were not overcome. 
Though we retired : O, his too youthful heat. 
That thrust him where the dangers were so great ! 
Heaven wanted power his person to protect 
From that, which he had courage to neglect : 
Sut since he's lost, let us draw forth, and pay 
His funeral rites in blood ; that we or they 
May, in our fates, perform his obsequies. 
And make death triumph when Acads dies. 

Zemp. That courage, thou hast shewn in fight, 
seems less 
Than this, amidst despair to have excess : 
Let thy great deeds force fate to change her mind : 
He, that courts fortune boldly, makes her kind. 

Trax. If e'er Traxalla so successful proves. 
May he then say he hopes, as well as loves ; 
And that aspiring passion boldly own. 
Which gave my prince his fate, and you his throne ? 
I did not feel remorse to see his blood 
Flow from the spring of life into a flood ; 
Nor did it look like treason, since to me 
You were a sovereign much more great than he. 

Zemp. He was my brother, yet I scom'd to pay 
Nature's mean debts, but threw those bonds away ; 
When his own issue did my hopes remove. 
Not only from his empire, but his love. 
You, that in all my wrongs^ then bore a part, 
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Now need not doubt a place within mjr heeai i 

I could not oflfer you my crown and bed. 

Till feme and envy with long time were dead i 

But fortune does now happily present 

Occasions, fit to second my intent 

Your valour may regain the public love^ 

And make tiie people's choice their queeoTs ap- 

Swre.~^ {Shmf^ 

5 what noise is this, that strikes my ear ! 
Trax. 'Tis not a sound that should beget a fear ; 
Such shouts as these have I heard often fly 
From conquering armies, crown'd with victwy. 
Zemp. Great God of vengeance, here I firmly 
vow, 
Make but my Mexicans successful now. 
And with a thousand feasts thy fiames I'll feed ; 
And that I take shall on the altars bleed ; 
Princes themselves shall fell, and make thy shrine, 
Dyed with their blood, in glorious blushes shine. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Trax. How now ! 
What news is this that makes thy haste a flight ? 

Mess. Such as brings victory without a fight. 
The prince Acacis lives 

Zemp. Oh^ I am blest ! 

Mess. Reserve some joy till I have told die rest. 
He's safe, and only wants his liberty : 
But that great man, that carries victory 
Where'er he goes ; that mighty man, by whom 
In three set battles we were overcome; 
111 used (it seems) by his ungrateful king, 
I)oes to our camp his fete and valour bring. 
The troops gaze on him, as if some bright star 
Shot to their aids ; call him the god of war ; 
Whilst he, as if all conquest did of right 
Belong to Um, bids them prepare to fi^it ; 



Digitized by 



Googk 



APT Ih TSX IKDIAN QUKEV. US 

Which if they should delav one hour, he swears 
He'll leave them to their' dangers, or their fears. 
And shame, which is the ignoble caward^s dioice. 
At this the army seem'd to have one votee. 
United in a shout, and called upon 
The god-like stranger, '' Lead us, lead us on." 
Make haste, great sir» kst 3rou should come toa 

late^ 
To share with them in victory or &te. 

Zemp. My gena^, go ; the gods be on our side I 
Let valour act, but let discretion guide. 

[ExitTiiAx. 
Great God of Vengeance ! 
I see thou dost begin to hedr me now : 
Make me thy offering, if I break my vow. \^Maetmi. 



ACTIL SCENE L 
Enter Inga «nd Ouazia, aa pursued in a baUie. ' 

OruTi, O fly, siF, fly ; like torrents yoiir swift £be« 
Come rplUng on 

Iitea. The gods can but destroy. 
The noblest way to fly is th^t death shows ; 
111 couirt her now, since victory's growi^ coy. 

Ora%. Death's wing'd to your pursuit^ and jret 
you wait 
To meet he r 

Incct* Poor Orazia, time and fate 
Must once o'ertake me, though I now should fly. 

Ora%^ Do not meet death ; but when it comes, 
then die. 

Enter tffree Soldiers. 

r 

3 Sdd. Standi sir, and yield ycamself^ an^ that 
fair prey. ; ^ 

Iiica. You speak to one, unpractised to obey. 
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Enter Montezuma. 

Mont. Hold, villains, hold, or your rude lives 

shall be 
Lost in the midst of your own victory : 
These, have I hunted for; — ^nay, do not stare; 
Be g<Hie, and in the cpminon plunder share. 

[Exeunt Soldiers. 
How different is my fate, frcmi theirs, whose fame 
From conquest grows ! frona conquest grows my 

shame. 
Inca. Why dost thou pause ? thou canst not give 

me back. 
With fruitless grief, what I enjoy'd before ; 
No more than seas, repenting of a wreck. 
Can with a calm our buried wealth restore. 

Mont 'Twere vain to own repentance, since I 

know 
Thy scorn, which did my passions once despise. 
Once more would make my swelling anger flow. 
Which now ebbs lower than your miseries : 
The gods, that in my fortunes were unkind. 
Gave me not sceptres, nor such gilded things ; 
But, whilst I wanted crowns, enlarged my mind 
To despise sceptres, and dispose of kings. 

Inca. Thou art but grown a rebel by success. 
And I, that scom'd Orazia should be tied 
To thee my slave, must now esteem thee less : 
Rebellion is a greater guilt than pride. 

Mont. Princes see others' faults, but not their 

own; 
'Twas .you that broke that bond, and set me free : 
Yet I attempted not to climb your throne. 
And raise myself; but level you to me. 

Ora^. O, Montezuma, could thy love engage 
Th^ soul ^o little, or make banks so low 
About thy heart, that thy revenge aiid rage. 
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Like sudden floods, so soon should oyerflbw ? 
Ye gods, bow much I was mistaken here ! 
I thought you gentle as the gall4ess dove ; 
But you as humoursome as winds appear, 
And subject to more passicHis than your love. 

Mont How have I been betrayed by guilty rage. 
Which, like a flame, rose to so vast a height, 
That nothing could resist, nor yet assuage. 
Till it wrapt all things in one cruel fate ! 
But I'll redeem, myself, and act such things. 
That you shall blush Orazia was denied ; 
And yet make conquest, though with wearied wings. 
Take a new flight to your own fainting side. 

Inca. Vain man, what foolish thoughts fill thy 
swell'd mind ! 
It is too late our ruin to recall ; 
Those, that have once great buildings undermined. 
Will prove too weak to prop them in their fall. 

Enter Traxalla, with the former soldiers. 

1 Soid. See, mighty sir, where the bcdd stranger 
stands. 
Who snatch'd these glorious prisoners from our 
hands. 
Trax. 'Tis the great Inca ; seize him as my prey. 
To crown the triumphs of this glorious day. 
Mont Stay your bold hands from reaching at 
what's mine. 
If any title spiings from victory ; 
You safer m^y attempt to rob a shrine. 
And hope forgiveness from the deity. 

Enter Acacis. 

Trax. O, my dear prince, my joys to see you live 
Are more than all that victory can give. 

Aca. How are my best endeavours crost by fate ! 
Else you had ne'er been lost, or found so late. 
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Hurried by the wild fiicy of the fight, 
Far from your presence, and Orazia^ £^ht^ 
I could not all that care and duty show. 
Which, as your captire, mighty prince, I crwc. 

Inca. You often have preserved our fives this 
day. 
And one small debt with many bovmtiea pay. 
But human actions hang on springs;, that be 
Too small, or too remote, for us to see. 
My glories freely I to yours resign. 
And am your prisoner now, that once weie mine. 

Momt Theses prisoners, sir, are mine by right oi 
war; 
And I'll maintain that right, if any dara 

TPrax. Yes, I would snatch them from thy weak 
defence; 
But that due reverence, which I owe my prinee. 
Permits me not to qnarrd in his^ sight ; 
To him I shall refer his general's right. 

Mont I knew too well what justice I should find 
From an arm'd plaintiff, and a judge so kind. 

Aca. Unkindly urged, that I should use thee so ; 
Thy virtue is my rival, not my foe; 
The prisoners fortune gave thee diall be thine. 

Trax. Would you so great a prize to him r^^n ? 

Aca. Should he, who boldly for his prey design'd 
To dive the deepest under swelling tides^ 
Have the less title if he chance to find 
The richest jewel that the ocean hides ? 

They are his due 

But in his virtue I repose that trust. 
That he will be as kind as I am just : 
Dispute not my commands, but go with haste. 
Rally our men, they may pursue too fast. 
And the disorder of the inviting prey . 
]^ay turn again the fortune of the day. 

[Exit Trax. 
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Mmt. How gentle all tiiis prince's aetions be ! 
Yktue is calm in bitn, but rough inme. 

Aca. Can Montezuma place me in his breast ? 

Mont My heart's not large enough for such a 
guest 

Aca. See, Montezuma, see, Orazia weeps. 

[Oraz. iveeps. 

Mont. Acacis \ — ^Is he deaf, or, waking, sleeps ? 
He does not hear me, sees me not, nor moves ; 
How firm his eyes are on Orazia fixt ! 
Gode, that take care of men, let not our loves 
Become divided by their being mixt ! 

Aca. Weep not, fiur princess, nor beKeve you are 
A prisons, subject to the chance of war. 
Why should you waste the stock of those fidr eyes. 
That from mankind am take their Hberties ? 
And you, great sir, think not a generous mind 
To virtuous princes dares appear imkind. 
Because those princes are unfortunate, 
Smce over all men hangs a doubtful fate : 
One gains by what another is bereft ; 
The frugal deities have only left 
A common bank of happiness below. 
Maintained, like nature, by an ebb and flow. 

{^Exetmt 

SCENE 11. 

Zempoalla appears seatedupon a ihrane^Jraumhig 
upon her oUefiaaMs;, tken cotnes down and speaks. 

Zenqi. No more, you, that above your prince's 
dare proclaim. 
With your rebellious breath, a stranger's name* 
1 Pervu^ Dread empress^**— 
Zemp.. Slaves, periiaps you grieve to see 
Your young pince gknious, 'cause he sprang from 
me; 
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Had he been one of bas&Amexia's brood, 
Your tongues, though silent now, had then been 
loud.— 

Enter Traxalia. 

Traxalla, welcome ; weleomer to me 
Than what thou bring'st, a crown and victory. 
Trax. All I have done is nothing ; fluttering 
&me 
Now tells no news, but of the stranger's name. 
And his great deeds ; 'tis he, they cry, by whom 
Not men, but War itself, is overcome ; 
Who, bold with his success, dares think to have 
A prince to wear his chains, and be his slave. 

Zemp. What prince? 

Trax. The great Peruvian Inca, that of late 
In three set battles was so fortunate. 
Till this strange man had power to turn the tide. 
And carry conquest into any side. 

Zemp. Would you permit a4)rivate man to have 
The great Peruvian Inca for his slave ? 
Shame to all princes ! was it not just now 
I made a sacred, and a solenm vow. 
To offer up (if blest with victory) 
The prisoners that were took ? and they shall die. 

Trax. I soon had snatch'd from this proud stran- 
ger's hand 
That too great object for his bold demand ; 
Had not the prince, your son, to whom I owe 
A kind obedience, judged it should be so. 

Zemp. Ill hear no more; go quickly take my 
guards. 
And from that man force those usurp'd rewards ; 
That prince, upon whose ruins I must rise. 
Shall be the gods', but more my sacrifice : 
They, with my slaves, in triumph shall be tied. 
While my devotion justifies my pride : 
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Those deities, in whom I place my trust. 

Shall see, when they are kind, that I am just. [Exit. 

Trax. How gladly I obey ! 
There's something shoots from my enlivened frame. 
Like a new soul, but yet without a name, 
Nor can I tell what the bold guest will prove ; 
It must be envy, or it must he love : 
Jjet it be either, 'tis the greatest bliss 
.Tor man to grant himseUf all he dares wish ; 
I For he, that to himself himself denies, 
I Proves meanly wretched, to be counted wise. 

lEadt Traxai.la. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Montezuma and Acacis. 

Aca. You wrong me, my best friend, not to be- 
lieve. 
Your kindness gives me joy ; and when I grieve. 
Unwillingly my sorrows I obey ; 
Showers sometimes fall upon a shining day. 

Mont Ijet me, then, share your griefs, that in 
your fate 
Would have took part. 

Aca. Why should you ask me thkt ? 
Those must be mine, though I have such excess ; 
Divided griefs increase, and not grow less. 

Mont. It does not lessen fate, nor satisfy 
The grave, 'tis true, when friends together die ; 
And yet they are unwilling to divide. 

Aca. To such a friend nothing can be denied. 
You, when you hear my story, will forgive 
My grief, and rather wonder that I live ; 
Unhappy in my title to a throne. 
Since blood made way for my succession : 
Blood of an uncle too, a prince so free - . 
Vrom being cruel, it taught cruelty. 
His queen Ainexia then was big with child ; 
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Nor was he gentla: thAn his queen was mild. 

Th' impatient people long'd for what should come 

From such a father, bred in such a womb ; 

When false Tmxalla, weary to obey, 

Took with his life their joys and hopes away. 

Amexia, by the asostanee of the night. 

When this dark deed was acted, todc her flight; 

Only with true Garucca for her aid : 

Since when, for all the searches that were made. 

The queen was never heard of more. Yet still 

This traitor lives, and prospers by the ill ; 

Nor docs my' mother seem to reign alone. 

But with this monster shares the guilt and throne. 

Horror choaks up my words ; now you'll believe, 

*Tis just I should do nothiijg else but grieve. 

MrniL Excellent prince ! 
How great a proof of virtue have you shown. 
To be concern'd for griefs, though not your own ! 

Aca. Pray, say no more. 

Enter a Messenger hastily, 

Mimt How now, whither so fiist? 

Mess. O sir, I come too slow with all my haste ! 
The fair Orazia 

Mont Ha, what dost thou say ? 

Mess. Orazia with the Inca's forced away 
Out of your tent ; Traxalla, in the head 
Of the rude soldiers, forced the door, and led 
Those glorious captives, who on thrones once shined, 
To grace the triumph, that is now designed. [Exit 

Mont Orazia forced away ! — what tempests roll 
About my thoughts, and toss my troubled soul ! 
Can there be gods to see, and suffer this ? 
Or does mankind make his own fate or bliss ; 
While every good and bad happens by chance. 

Not from their orders, but their ignorance ? . 

But I will pull a ruin on them all, 
And turn their triumph to a funeral. 
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Aca. Be tempemte, friend. 

Mont You may as well advise 
That I should have less love, as grow more wise. 

Aca. Yet stay — I did not thinK to have reveal'd 
A secret, which my heart has still conoeal'd ; 
But, in this cause sini^ I must share with you, 

Tis fit you know ^I love Orazia too ; 

Delay not then, nor waste the time in words, 
Orazia's cause calls only for our swords. 

Mont. That ties my hand, and turns from the* 
that rage 
Another way, thy blood should else assuage. 
The storm on our proud foes shall higher rise, 
And, changing, gather blackness as it flies : 
So, when winds turn, the wandering waves obey. 
And all the tempests roll another way. 

Aca, Draw then a rival's sword, as I draw mine. 
And, like friends suddenly to part, let's jcrin 

In this one act, to seek one destiny ; 

Rivals with honour may together die. [^Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Zempoalla 4ippears seated upon her Slaves in tri- 
umph, and the Indians^ us to celebrate the victory, 
advance in a warlike dance ; in the widst of which 
triumph, AcACis a^id Montezuma j^ in upon 



Zempoalla descends from her triumplmnt throne, 
and AcACis and Montezuma are brmght in 
before her. 

ZenqK Shameof my blood, and traitor to thy own ; 
Born to dishonour, not command a tlirone ! 
Hast thou, with envious eyes, my triumph seen ? 
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Or couldst not see thy mother in thy queen ? 
Couldst thou a stranger above me prefer ? 

Aca. It was my honour made my duty err ; 
I could not see his prisoners forced away. 
To whom I owed my life, and you the day. 

Zemp. Is that young man the warrior sor^iown'd? 

Mont. Yes, he, that made thy men thrice quit 
their ground. 
Do, smile at Montezuma's chains ; but know, . 
His valour gave thee power to use him so. 

Trax. Grant that it did, what can his merits be. 
That sought his vengeance, not our victory ? • 
What has thy brutish fury gain'd us more, 
Than only heal'd the wounds, it gave before ? 
Die then, for, whilst thou liv'st, wars cannot cease ; 
Thou may'st bring victory, but never peace. 
Like a black storm thou roll'st above us all. 
Even to thyself unquiet, till thy fall. 

IDraws to kill Mm. 

Aca. Unthankful villain, hold ! 

Trax. You must not give 
Him succour, sir. 

Aca. Why then, I must not live. 
Posterity shall ne*er report, they had 
Such thankless fathers, or a prince so bad. 

2jemp. You're both too bold to will or to deny : 
On me alone depends his destiny. — 
Tell me, audacious stranger, whence could rise 
The confidence of this rash enterprize ? 

Mont. First tell me, how you dared to force from 
me 
The fairest spoils of my own victory ? 

2jemp. Kill him— hold, must he die ? — why, let 
him die ; — 
Whence should proceed this strange diversity 
In my resolves ? 

Does he command in chains ? What would he do, 
Proud slave, if he were free, and I were so ? 



Digitized by 



Googk 



SCENE I. THE INDIAN QUEEN. 225 

But is he bound, ye gods, or am I free ? 
'Tis love, 'tis love, that thus disorders me* 
How pride and love tear my divided soul ! 
For each too Harrow, yet both claim it whole : 
Liove, as the vounger, must be forced away. — 
Hence with the captives, general, and convey 
To several prisons that young man, and this 
Peruvian woman. 

Trax. How concerned she is ! 
I must know more. 

Mont. Fair princess, why should I 
Involve that sweetness in my destiny ? 
I could out-brave my death, were I alone 
To suffer, but my fate must pull yours on. 
My breast is arm'd against all sense of fear ; 
But where your image lies, 'tis tender there. 

Inca. Forbear thy saucy love ; she cannot be 
So low, but still she is too high for thee. 

Zemp. Be gone, and do as I command ; away ! 

Mont. I ne'er was truly wretched till this day. 

Ora%. Think half your sorrows on Orazia fall. 
And be not so unkind to su£Per all : 
Patience, in cowards, is tame hopeless fear. 
But, in brave minds, a scorn of what they bear. 

[^Exeunt Inca^ Montezuma, Orazia> 
and Traxalla. 

Zemp. What grief is this which in your face ap- 
pears? 

Aca. The badge of sorrow, which my soul still 
wears. 

2^mp. Though thy late actions did my anger 
move, 
Jt cannot rob thee of a mother's love. 
Why shouldst thou grieve ? 
Grief seldom join'd with blooming youth is seen ; 
Can sorrow be where knowledge scarce has been ? 

VOL. II. p 
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Fortune does weQ for heedless youth provide. 
But wisdom does unlucky age misguide ; 
Cares are the train of present power and state. 
But hope lives best that on himself does wait : 
O happiest fortune if well understood. 
The certain prospect of a future good! 

Aai. What joy canempire bring me, when Iknow 
That all my greatness to your crimes I owe ? 

Zemp. Yours be the joy, be mine the punishment. 

Aea. In vain, alas, that wish to Heaven is sent 
For me, if fair Orazia must not live. 

Zemp. Why should you ask me what I cannot 



1 



give 

She must be sacrificed. Can I bestow 
What to the gods, by former vows, I owe ? 

Aca. O plead not vows; I wish you had not shown 
You slighted all things sacred for a throne. 

Zemp. I love thee so, that, though fear follows stiU, 
And horror urges, all that have been ill, 
I could for thee 

Act o'er my crimes again ; and not repent. 
Even when I bore the shame and punishment. 

Aca. Could you so many ill acts undertake. 
And not perform one good one for my sake ? 

Zemp. Prudence permits not pity should be shown 
To those, that raised the war to shake my throne. 

Aca. As you are wise, permit me to be just ; 
What prudence will not venture, honour must ; 
We owe our conquest to the stranger's sword, 
'Tis just his prisoners be to him restored. 
I love Orazia ; but a nobler way. 
Than for my love my honour to betray. 

jZemp. Honour is but an itch of youthful blood. 
Of doing acta extravagantly good ; 
We call that virtue, whi^^h is only heat 
That reigns in youth, till age finds out the cheat 
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Aca. Great actions first did. her afl^tions move. 
And I, by greater, would re^n her love. 

Zemp. Urge not a suit which I must still deny ; 
Orazia and her &ther both shall die : 
Begone, I'll hear no more. 

Aca. You stop your ears 

But though a mother will not. Heaven will hear ; 
JLike you I vow, when to the powers divine 
You pay her guiltless blood, I'll offer mine. [ExU. 

Zemp. She dies, this happy rival, that enjoys 
The stranger's love, and all my hopes destroys. 
Had she triumph'd, what could she more have done. 
Than robb'd the mother, and enslaved the son ? 
NcMT will I, at the name of cruel, stay ; 
Let dull successive monarchs mildly sway ; 
Their conquering fathers did the laws forsake. 
And broke the md, ere they the new could make. 
I must pursue my love; yet love, enjoy'd. 

Will, with esteem, that caused it first, grow less ; 
But thirst and hunger fear not to be doy'd. 

And when they be, are cured by their excess. 

Enter Trasju^ia. 

Trax. Now I shall see, what thoughts her heart 
conceals; 
For that, which wisdom covers^ love reveals. [Aside. 
Madam, the prisoners are disposed. 

Zemp. They are ? 
And how feres our young blustering man of war ? 
Does he support his chains with patience yet ? 

Trax. He, and the princess, madam 

Zemp. Are they met? 

T^ax. No : but fi-om whence is all this passion 
grown ? 

Zemp. Twas a mistake. 

Trax. I find this rash unknown 
Is dangerous ; and, if not timely slain. 
May punge your empire in new wars again. 
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. Zemp. Thank ye ; I shall consider. 

Trax. Is that all? 
The army doat on him, already call 
You cruel' ; and, for aught I know, they may 
By force unchain, and crown him in a day. 

Zemp. You say, I have already had their curse 
For his bad usage ; should I use him worse ? 

Trax. Yet once you feared his reputation might 
Obscure the prince's in the people's sight. 
2jemp. Time will inform us best what course to 
steer, 
.But let us not our sacred vows defer : 
The Inca and his daughter both shall die. 

Trax. He suffers justly for the war ; but why 
Should she share his sad fate ? A poor pretence. 
That birth should make a crime of innocence. 

Zemp. Yet wedestroy the pcHSonous viper's young. 
Not for themselves, but those from whom they 
sprung. 

Trax. O no, they die not for their parents* sake. 
But for the poisonous seed which they partake. 
Once more behold her, and then let her die. 
If in that face or person you can see 
But any place to fix a cruelty. 
The heavens have clouds, and spots are in the moon; 
But faultless beauty shines in her alone. 

2!emp. Beauty has wrought compassion in your 
mind ! 

Trax. And you to valour are become as kind. 
To former services there's something due. 
Yet be advised 

2!emp. Yes, by myself, not you. 

Trax. Princes are sacred. 

Zemp. True, whDst they are free ; 
But power once lost, farewell their sanctity. 
'Tis power, to which the gods their worship owe. 
Which, uncontroul'd, mi£es all things just below. 
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Thou da^t the plea of saucy rebels use ; . 
They will be judge of what their prince must chuse. 
Hard fate of monarchs, not alloWd to know 
When safe, but as their subjects tell them so. 
Then princes but like public pageants move, 
And seem to sway, because tney sit abovQ. \^£!xit. 
Trdx. She loves him ; in one momait this new 
guest 
Has drove me out from this Mse woman's breast ; 
They, that would fetter love with constancy, 
Make bonds to chain themselves, but leave him free. 
With what impatience I her falsehood bear ! 
Yet do myself that, which I blame in her; 
But iirta^st in my own cause makes me see 
That act unjust in her, but just in me. [Exit 

SCENE II. 

Isme:ron asleep. — Enter Zempoalla. 

Zemp. Ho, Ismeron ! Ismeron ! — 
He stirs not ; — ha, in such a dismal cell 
Can gentle sleep with his soft blessings dwell? 
Must I feel tortures in a humsm breast. 
While beast and monsters can enjoy their rest ? ; 
What quiet they possess in sleep's calm bliss ! 
The lions cease to roar, the snakes to hiss. 
While I am kept awake. 
Only to entertam my miseries. 
Or if a slumber steal upon my eyes. 
Some horrid dream my labouring soul benumbs. 
And brings fate to me sooner than it comes. 
Fears most oppress when sleep has seiz'd upon 
The outward parts, and left the soul alone. 
What envied blessings these cursed things ^njoyl 
Kext to possess, 'tis pleasure to destroy. — 
Ismeron ! ho, Ismeron, Ismeron ! [Stamps. 
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Ism. Who's that, that with so loud and fierce a 
call . 

Disturbs my rest ? 

Zemp. She, that has none at all. 
Nor ever must, unless thy powerful art 
Can charm the passions of a troubled heart. 

Irnn. How can. you have a discontented mind. 
To whom the gods have lately been so kind ? 

Zemp. Their envious kindness how can I enjoy. 
When they give blessings^ and the use destroy ? 

Ism. Dread empress, tell the cause of all your 
r grief; 
If art can help; be sure of quick relief 

Zemm I dream'd^ before the altar that I led 
A migtity lion in a twisted thread ; 
I shook to hold him in so slight a tie. 
Yet had not power to seek a remedy ; 
When, in the midst of all my fears, a dove. 
With hovering wings, descended from above. 
Flew to the lion, and embraces spread. 
With wings, like clasping arms, about his head. 
Making that murmuring noise that cooing doves 
Use, in the soft expression of their loves ; 
While I, fix*d by my wonder, gazed to see 
So mild a creature with so fierce agree : 
At laistr the gentle doVe turn'd from his head. 
And, pecking, tried to break the slender thread, 
Whicn instantly she severed, and released 
From that small bond the fierce and mighty beast. 
Who presently turn'd all his rage on me. 
And, with his freedom, brought my destiny. 

Ism. Dread empress, this strange vision you re- 
late 
Is big with wonder, and too full of fate. 
Without the god's assistance, to expound. 
In those low regions, where sad night hangs round 
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The drowsy vaults^ and where moist vapours steep 
The god's dull brows, that sways the realm of sleep ; 
There all the uiforming elements repair. 
Swift messengers of Water, Fire, and Air, 
To give account of acticms, whence they came. 
And how they govern every mortal frame ; 
How, from their various mixture, or their strife. 
Are known the calms and tempests of our life; 
Thence souls, when sleep their bodies overcome. 
Have some imperfect knowledge of their doom. 
From those dark caves those powers shall strait ap. 

pear; 
Be not afraid, whatever shapes they wear. 

Zemp. There's nothing,thou canst raise, can make 

me start; 
A living form can only shake my heart. 

Ism. Vou twice ten hundred JDeities, 
To wham we daily sacrifice ; 
You Powers, that dwell withjate below. 
And see tohat men are doom/Cd to do; 
Where elements in discord dweU; 
Thau God of Sleep, arise and tell 
Great Zempotdla what strange fate 
Must on her dismal vision wait! 

» 
Zemp. How slow these spirits are ! Call, make 
them rise, 
Or they shall fast from flame and sacrifice. 

Ism. Great empress. 
Let not your rage offend what we adore. 
And vainly threaten, when we must implore. 

Sit silently, and attend 

While my powerful charms I end. 

By the croaking of the toad. 
In their caves that make oibode ; 
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EartJiy dun that pants for breath. 
With her sweWd sides fvU of death ; 
By the crested adders pride. 
That along the clifts do glide ; 
By thy visage fierce and black ; 
By the death! s-head on thy back ; 
By the twisted serpents placed 
For a girdle round thy waist ; 
By the hearts of gold that deck 
Thy breast, thy shoulders, and thy neck : 
From thy sleepy mansion^rise, 
, And open thy unwilling eyes. 
While bubbling springs their music keep. 
That use to IvU thee in thy sleep. 

God of Dreams nses^ 

Grod. Seek not to know what must not be re- 
veal'd ; 
Joys only flow where fate is most concealed : 
Too busy man would find his sorrows more. 
If futurp fortunes he should know before; 
For, by that knowledge of his destiny. 
He would not live at all, but always die. 
Enquire not, then, who shall from bonds be freed. 
Who 'tis shall wear a crown, and who shall bleed : 
All must submit to their appointed doom ; 
Fate and misfortune will too quickly come : 
Let me no more with powerful charms be press'd ; 
I am forbid by fate to tell the rest. 

[The God descends. 

Zemp. Stay, cozener ! thou, that hat'st clear truth 
like light, 
And usest words dark as thy own dull night !— - 
You tyrant gods, do you refuse to free 
The soul, you gave, from its perplexity ? 
Why should we in your mercies. still believe. 
When you can never pity, though we grieve ? 
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For you have bound yourselves by harsh decrees ; 
And those, not you, are now the deities. 

[Sits doum sad. 
Ism. She droops under the weight of rage and 
care: 
You spirits, that inhabit in the air, 
With all your powerful charms of music, try 
To bring her soul back to its harmony. 

SONG SUNG BY AEEIAL SPIRITS. 

Poor mortals, that are dogg'd with, earth below. 
Sink uTider love and care. 
While we, that dwell in air. 
Such heavy passions never know. 
Why then should mortals he 
Unmlling to he free 
From hlood, that stdlen cloud. 
Which shining souls does shroud ? 
Then they'll shew hright. 
And like us light. 
When leaving bodies with their care, 
They slide to us and air. 

Zemp. Death on these trifles \ Cannot your art 
find 
Some means, to ease the passions of the mind ? 
Or, if you cannot give a lover rest, 
Can you force love into a scornful breast ? 

Ism. 'Tis reason only can make passions less ; 
Art gives not new, but may the old increase ; 
Nor can it alter love in any breast, 
That is with olher flames before possest. 

Zemp. If this be all your slighted arts can do, 
rU kindle other flames, since I must bum. 
And all their temples into ashes turn. 

Ism. Great queen-*! — 
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Zemp. If yoii "would have this sentence staid/ 
Summon their godheads quickly to your axd. 
And presently compose a charm, that may 
Love's flames into the stranger's breast convey. 
The captive stranger, he whose sword and eyes 
Where'er they stnke, meet ready victories : 
Make him but bum for me, in flames like mine, 
Victims shall bleed, and feasted altars shine : 

If not 

Down go your temples, and your gods shall see 
They mve small use of their divinity. ^Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The scene opens, and discovers Mon- 
tezuma sleeping in prison. 

Enter Traxalla, leading in Orazia. 

Traw. Now take your choice, and bid him live 
or die ; 
To both shew pity, or shew cruelty ; 
'Tis you that must condemn, I'll only act ; 
Your sentence is more cruel than my fact. 

Oraz. You are most cruel, to disturb a mind. 
Which to approaching fate was so resigned. 

Trax. Reward my passion, and you'll quickly 
prove 
There's none dare sacrifice what I dare love. — 
Next to thee, stranger ; wake, and now resign 
The bold pretences of thy love to mine. 
Or in this fatal minute thou shalt fin d 

Mont. Death, fool ; in that thou may'st be just 
and kind ; 
'Twas I that loved Orazia, yet did raise 
The storm, in which she sinks.— Why dostthougaze, 
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Or stay thy hand from giving that iust ptroke^ 
Which, rather than prevent, I would provol^^ 
When I am dead, Orazia may forgive ; 
She never must, if I dare wish to live. 

OroM. Hold, hcid — ^O Montezuma, can you be 
So careless of yourself, but more of me ? 
Tboudi you have brought me to this misery, 
I bluSi to say I cannot see you die. 

Mont Can my approaching fate such pity move ? 
The gods and you at once forgive and love. 

Trax. Fond fool, thus to mis-spend that little 
breath 
I lent thee to prevent, not hasten, death ; 
Let her thank you she was unfortunate. 
And you thank her for pulling on your fete ; 
Prove to each other your own destinies. [^Draws. 

Enter Zempoalla hastily, and sets a dagger to 
Orazia's breast. 

Zemp. Hold, hold, Traxalla, or Orazia dies.— - 
O, is't Orazia's name that makes you stay ? 
'Tis her great power, not mine, that you obey. 
Inhuman wretch, dar'st thou the murder be 
Of hun, that is not yet condemn'd by me ? 

Trax. The wretch, that gave you all the power 
you have. 
May venture sure to execute a slave ; 
And quench a flame your fondness would have bum. 
Which may this city into ashes turn. 
The nation in your guilty passion lo3t ; 
To me ungrateful, to your country most : 
But this shall be tJieir offering, I then- priest. 

Zemp. The wounds, thou givest, I'll copy on her 
breast: 
Strike, and 111 open here a spring of blood. 
Shall add new rivers to the crimson flood.— 
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How his pale looks are fix'd on her ! — -*Tis so.— ^ 
Oh, does amazement on your spirits grow ? 
What, is your public love Orazia's grown ? 
Could'st thou see mine, and yet not hide thy own ? 
Suppose I should strike first, would it not breed 
Grief in your public heart to see her bleed ? 

Trax. She mocks my passion ; in her sparklingeyes 
Death, and a close dissembled furj' lies ; 
I dare not trust her thus. {Aside.}— If she must die. 
The way to her loved life throu^ mine shall lie. 
[He puts her bj/, and steps before O^azia ; and 
she runs before Montezuma. 

Zevip. And he, that does this stranger's fate de- 
sign, 
Must, to his heart, a passage force through mine. 

Trax. Can fair Orazia yet no pity have ? 
'Tis just she should her own preserver save. 

Zemp. Can Montezuma so ungrateful prove 
To her, that gave him life, and offers love? 

Ora%. Can Montezuma live, and live to be 
Just to another, and unjust to me ? 
You need not be ungrateful ; can she give 
A life to you, if you refuse to live ? — 
Forgive my passion ; I had rather see 
You dead, than kind to any thing but me. 

Mont. O, my Orazia ! 
To what new joys and knowledge am I brought ! 
Are death's hard lessons by a woman taught? 
How to despise my fate I always knew ; 
But ne*er durst think, at once, of death and you : 
Yet since you. teach this generous jealousy, 
I dare not wish your life, if I must die. 
How much your love my courage does exceed ! 
Courage alone would shrink to s^e you bleed ! 

Zemp. Ungrateful stranger! thou shalt please thy 
eyes. 
And gaze upon Orazia while she dies !— 
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I'll keep my vow ! — It is some joy to see. 
That my revenge will prove my piety, 

Trax. Then both shall die ! — ^We have too long 
withstood. 
By private passions urged, the public good.. 
Zemp. Sur^ he dissembles; and, perhaps, tnay 
prove 
My ruin, with his new ambitious love. 
Were but this stranger kind, I'd cross his art. 
And give my empire, where I gave my heart — 

[Aiide. 
Yet, thou ungrateful man. 
Let thy approaching ruin make thee wise. 

Mont Thee, and thy love, and mischief, I despise ! 
Zemp. What shall I do ? Some way must yet Ibe 
tried \-t^ 
What reason can she use whom passions guide ! 

lAside. 

Trax. Some black designs are hatching now. — 

False eyes 

Are quick to see another's treacheries. [Aside. 

Zemp. Hash stranger, thus to pull down thy own 

fate ! , 
Mont. You, and that life you offer me, I bate. 

Enter Jailor. 

Zemp. Here, jailor, take What title must he 

have ? 
Slave, slave ! — Am I then captive to a slave ? — 
Why Qxt thou thus unwilling to be free ? 

M(mt. Death will release me from these chains, 

and thee. 
Zemp. Here, jailor, take this monster from my 
sight. 
And keep him where it may be always night- 
Let none come near him ; if thou dost, expect . 
To pay thy life, the price of the neglect. 
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Mont. I scorn thy pity, and thy cruelty ; 
And should despise a blessing sent from thee. 

Zemp. O, horror to my soul ! take him away I — 
My rage, like damm'd-up streams, swell'd by some 

stay. 
Shall, from this opposition, get new force. 
And leave the bound of its old easy course. — 
Come, my Traxalla, let us both forgive. 
And in these wretches' fates begin to live. 
The altars shall be crown'd with funeral bought 

Peace-offerings paid, but with unquiet vows, 

lExeunt Zemp. and Tbax. 

Oraz. How are things order'd, that the wicked 
should 
Appear more kind and gentle than the good? 
Her passion seems to make her kinder prove. 
And I seem cruel through excess of love. 
She loves, and would prevent his death ; but I> 
That love him better, fear he should not die. 
My jealousy, immortal as my love. 
Would rob my grave below, and me above. 
Of rest.- Y e gods, if I repine, forgive ! 
You neither let me die in peace, nor live. 

Enter Acacis, Jailor^ and Indian. 

Jail. They are just gone, sir. 

Aca. 'Tis well. Be faithful to my just design. 
And all thy prince's fortune shall be thine. 

[^jjfV Acacis. 

Ind. This shall to the empress. [^Exit Indian. 

Oraz. What can this mean ! 

'Twas Prince Acacis, if I durst believe 

My sight ; but sorrow may like joy deceive. 

Each object different from itself appears. 

That comes not to the eyes, but through their tears. 
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Enter Acacis, bringing in Montezuma. 

Ha! 

Aca. Here, sir, wear this again ; — [Gives a ncard. 
Now follow me. 

Mont So, very good ; 

I dare not think, for I may guess amiss ; 
None can deceive me while I trust in this. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Orazia, conducted hy two Indians with their 
swords dravm ; Montezuma, Acacis whisper^ 
ing another Indian. 

Aca. Think what a weight upon thy faith I lay. 

Ind. I ne*er did more unwillingly obey. 

Aca. First, Montezuma, take thy liberty ; 
Thou gavest me freedom, here I set thee free ; 
We're equal now. — Madam, the danger^s great 
t)f close pursuit ; to favour your retreat, 
Permit we two a little while remain 
Behind, while you go softly o'er the plain. 

Ora%. Why should I go before ?— What's your 
intent ? 
Where is my father ? Whither am I sent ? 

Aca. Your doubts shall soon be clear'd.— Con- 
duct her on. — • \Eocit Orazia. 
So Montezuma, we are now alone. 
That which my honour owed thee I have paid ; 
As honour was, so love must be obey'd. 
I set Orazia, as my captive, free ; 
But, as jny mistress, ask her back from thee. 

Mont Thou hast perform'd what honour bid 
thee do : 
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But friendship bars what honour prompts me to,— » 
Friends should not fight. 

Aca. If friendship we profess, 
Let us secure each others happiness ; 
One needs must die, and he shall happy p^iove 
In her remembrance, t'other in her love. 
My guards wait near ; and, if I fall, they must 
Give up Qrazia, or betray their trust. 

Mont. Suppose thou conquer'st, would'st thou 
wander o'er 
The south-sea sands, or the rough northern shore. 
That parts thy spacious kingdom from Peru, 
And, leaving empire, hopeless love pursue ? 

Aca. By which of all my actimis could you guess. 
Though more your merit, that my love was less ? 
What prize can empire with Orazia bear ? 
Or, where love fills the breast, what room for fear ? ^ 

Mont. Let fair Orazia then the sentence give. 
Else he may die whom she desires to live. 

Aca. Your greater merits bribe her to your side ; 
My weaker title must by arms be tried. 

Mont. Oh, tyrant love ! how cruel are thy laws ! 
I forfeit friendship, or betray thy cause ; 
That person, whom I would defend from all 
The world, that person by my hand must fall. 

Aca. Our lives we to each others friendship owe ; 
But love calls back what friendship did bestow. 
Love has its cruelties, but friendship none ; 
And we now fighft in quarrels not our own. \^F^ht. 

Enter Orazia. 

Ora%. What noise is this ? 

Hold, hold ! what cause could be so great, to move 
This furious hatred ? — 

Mont. 'Twas our furious love. — 

Aca. Love, which I hid till I had set you fi-ee. 
And bought your pardon with your liberty. 
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That done, I thought, I less unjustly might 
With Montezuma, for Orazia, nght ; 
He has prevail'd, and I must now confess 
His fortune greater, not my passion less ; 
Yet cannot yield you, till his sword remove 
A dying rival, that holds &8t his love. 1 

Ora%. Whoever falls, *tis my protector still. 
And then the crime's as great, to die as kill.— 
Acads, do not hopeless love pursue ; 
But live, and this soft malady subdue. 

Aca. You bid me live, and yet command me die ! 
I am not worth your care ;— Fly, madam, fly ! 
(While I fall here unpitied) o'er this plain. 
Free from pursuit, the faithless mountains gain ; 
And these I charge. 

As they would have me think their friendship true. 
Leave me alone, to serve, and follow you. 
Make haste, fair princess, to avoid that fate^ 
Which does for your unhappy father wait. 

Ora». Is he then left die, and shall he see 
Himself forsaken, ere his death, by me? 

Mont What would you do ? 

Ora%. To prison I'll return. 
And there, in fetters, with my father mourn. 

Mont That saves not his, but throws your life 
away. 

Oras^. Duty shall give what nature once must 
pay. 

Am. Life is the gift, which heaven and parents 
give. 
And duty best preserves it, if you live. 

Oraz. I should but further from my fountain fly. 
And, like an unfed stream, run on and die. 
Urge me no more, and do not grieve to see 
Your honour rivall'd by my piety. 

[She goes softly off, and often looks back. 

VOL. II. Q 
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Mmt. If honour would not^ shame would lead 
the way ; . 
ril^back with her. 

jica. Stay^ Montezuma, stay !— - 
Thy rival cannot let thee go alone^ 
My love will bear me, though my blood is gone. 

Enter Zempoalla, Teaxalla, the Indian thai 
went to tell her^ and the rest, and seize them. 

Zemp. Seize them ! 
• Aca. Oh» Montezuma, thou art lost. 

Mont. No more, proud heart, thy useless courage 
boast !-~ 
Courage, thou curse of the unfortunate \ 
That canst encounter, not resist, ill fate. 

Zemp. Acads bleeds !— 
What barbarous hand has wounded thus my son ? 

Mont. *Twas I; by my unhappy sword 'twas 
done.— - 
Thou bleed'st, poor prince, and I am left to grieve 
My rival's fall. 

Trax. He bleeds, but yet may live. 

Aca. Friendship and love my failing strength 
renew ; 
I dare not die, when I should live for you ; 
My death were now my crime, as it would be 
My guilt to live when I have set you free : 
Thus I must still remain unfortunate. 
Your life and death are equally my fete, 

Orazia comes hach. 

Ora». A noise a^in !r— alas, what do I see ! 
Love, thou didst once give place to piety : 
Now, piety, let love triumph awhile ; — 
Here, bind my hands : Come, Montezuma, smile 
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At fortune ; since thou suffer'st for my sake^ 
Orazia will her captive's chains partake. 

Mcfnt. Now, fet^ thy ^or&t 

Zem/p. Lead to the temple straight, 
A priest and altar for these lovers wi^t ; 
Twy sihall te jjoin'd, they shall 

Traa. And I will prove 
Those jqj^s in vengeance, which I want in love. 

Aca. I'll Q^&^ your thiret with blood, and will 
destroy 
Myself, and, with myself, your cruel joy.— 
KoWf Mopxt^unxa^ since Chazia dies, 
I'll &11 before thee, the first s^rifice ; 
My title in her death shall exceed thine. 
As much as,. in h^ lif^ thy hopes did mine: 
And when with our mix'd blood the altar's dyed. 
Then our new title let the gods decide. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 



^The Scene cpws^ and d^covers the Temple qf the 
Sun, aU qf'gcid, andjbur Priests, in habits of 
mJifi^e and red feathers, attending hy a bloody oL 
tar, as ready for sacrifice. 

Then enter the Guards, Zempoalla, and Tbax- 
ALLA ; Inca, Oaazia, and Montezuma, bound. 
As soon as ihey arej^aced, the Priest sings. 

SONG. 

You to whom victory we owe, 

Whose glories rise 

By sacrifice. 
And from <mr fates below ; 
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Never did your altars shine 
Feasted with blood so near divine ; 
Princes to whom we how. 
As they to you : — 
J^us you can ravish from a throne. 
And, hy their loss of power, declare your awn. 

Zemp. Now to inflict those punishments, that are 
Due to the authors of invasive war; 
Who, to deceive the oppressed world, like you, 
Invent false quarrels to conceal the true. 

Inca. My quarrel was the same, that all the gods 
Must have to thee, if there be any odds 
Betwixt those titles that are bad or good. 
To crowns descended, or usurp'd by blood : — 
Swell not with this success ; 'twas not to thee. 
But to this man, the gods gave victory. 

Mont. Since I must perish by my own success^ 
Think my misfortunes more, my crimes the less ; 
And so, forgiving, make me pleased to die. 
Thus punished for this guilty victory. 

Inca. Death can make virtue easy ; I forgive : 
That word would prove too hard, were I to live ; 
The honour of a prince would then deny. 
But in the grave all our distinctions die. 

Mont. Forgive me one thing yet ; to §ay, I love. 
Let it no more your scorn and anger move ; 
Since, dying in one flame, my ashes must 
Embrace and mingle with Orazia's dust. 

Inca. Name thy bold love no more, lestT:hat last 
breath. 
Which should forgive, I stifle with my death. 

Ora%. Oh, my dear father ! Oh, why may not I, 
Since you gave life to me, for you now die ? 

Mont. "Tis I, that wrought this misdiief, ought 
to fall 
A just and willing sacrifice for all. 

7 
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NoW| ZempoaUa^ be both just and kind. 
And, in my fate, let me thy mercy find ; 
Be grateful, then, and grant me that esteem. 
That as alive, so dead, I may redeem. 

Oraz. O, do not for her cruel mercy move ; 
None should ask pity but from those they love. 

[Weeps. 

Inca. Fond girl ! to let thy disobedient eyes 
Shew a concern for him, whom I despise. 

Oraz. How love and nature may divide a breast, 
At once by both their powers severely prest! 
Yet, sir, since love seems less, you may forgive ; 
I would not have you die/ nor have him live ; 
Yet if he dies, alas ! what shall I do ? 
I cannot die with him, and live with you. 

Mont. How vainly we pursue this generous strife. 
Parting in death more cruel than in life ! — 
Weep not, we both shall have one destiny ; 
As in one flame we lived, in one we'll die. 

TrcLx. Why do we waste in vain these precious 
hours? 
Each minute of his life may hazard ours ; 
The nation does not live whilst he enjoys 
His life, it is his safety that destroys. 
He shall fall first, and teach the rest to die. 

Zemp. Hold ! — 
Who is it that commands ; — ^ha ! you, or I ? — 
Your zeal grows saucy ! — sure, you may allow 
Your empress freedom first to pay her vow. 

Trax. She may allow — a justice to be done 
By him, that raised his empress to her throne. 

Zemp. You are too bold, 

Trax. And you too passionate. 

Zemp. Take heed, with his, you urge not your 
own fate. — 
For all this pity is now due to me. 

Mont. I hate thy ofTer'd mercy more than thee. 
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Trax. Why will not then the fair Qrazia ^ve 
Life to ha^lf^ and let Traxalla live ? 

Mont. Orazia will n6t live, and let me die ; 
She taught me first this cr^el jealousy. 

Oras^. I joy that you have leam'd it 1^-^- 
That flame not like immortal love appears. 
Where death can cool its warmth, or kill its fears. 

Zemp. What shall I do ? am I so quite forlorn^ 
No help from my own pride, nor fh)m his seorn ! 
My lival^s death may more effectual prove ; 
He, that is robb'd of hope, may cease to love : — 
Here, lead these offerings to their deaths. 

2rax. Let none 
Qbey but he, that will pull on his own ! 

2^mp. Tempt me not thus ; false and ungrafeefiA 
too! 

Trax. Just as ungrateful, and as fidSe, as yoa. 

Zemp. 'Tis thy false love that fears h«r de^ihy. 

T^rax. And your false love that fears to have him 
die. 

Zemp. Seize the bold traitor I 

Trax. What a slight frown 
Troubles your brow ! feared not obey'd by none ; 
Come, prepare for sacrifice. 

Enter Acacis, weakly. 

Aca. Hold, hold ! such sacrifices cannot be 
Devotions, but a solemn cruelty : 
How can the gods delight in human blood ? 
Think fh^n not cruel, if you think them good. 
In vain we ask that mercy, which they want. 
And hope that pity, which they hate to grairt. 

Zemp. Retire, Acacis ; 
Preserve thyself, for 'tis in Vain to waste 
Thy breath for them : The fetal vow is past. 

Aca. To break that vow is juster than comtoit 
A gteater crime, by your preserving it. 
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« 

jZemp. The godb themiehres their own will best 
express 
To like the vow, by giving the success. 

^ca. If all things by success are understood. 
Men, tiiat make war, grow widced to be good ; 
But did you vow, t^ose that were overcome. 
And he that conquered, both, should diare on^ 

doom? 
There's no excuse ; for one of these must be 
Not jrour devotion, but your cruelty. 

Trcix. To |;hat rash stranger, sir, we nothing owe ; 
What he had raised, he strove to overthrow ; 
That diuty lost, which should our actions guide. 
Courage proves guilt, when merits swcAl to pride. 

Aca. Darest thou, who didst thy {Mince's life 
betray, 
Once name that du<y, thou hast thrown awi^ ? 
Like thy injustice to this stranger shown. 
To. tax him with a guilt, that is thy own ?«— 
Can you, brave soldiers, suffer him to die. 
That gave you life, in giving victory ? ^ 
Look but upon this stranger, see those hands. 
That brought you freedom, fdt^fd up in bands* 
Not one looks iip» 

Lest sudden pity should their hearts surprise, 
And steal into their bosoms through thcsr eyes. 

Zemp. Why thus, in vain, are my weak spirits 
prest ? 
Restore thyself to thy moce needful rest 

Aca. And leave Orazia !— 

Zenq). Go, you must resign : 
For she must be the gods' ; not yours, nor mine. 

Aca. You are my mother, and my tongue is tied 
So much by duty, that I dare not chide.— i 
Divine Orazia ! 

Can you have so much mercy to forgive > 
I do not ask it with design to live, 



Digitized by 



Googk 



248 THE INDIAN QUEEN. ACT V. 

But in my death to hare my tonnents cease ; 
Death is not death, when it can bring no peace. 

Oraz. I both forgive, and pity ; 

Aca. O, say no more, lest words less kind destroy 
What these have raised in me of peace and joy ! 
You said, you did both pity and forgive; 
You would do neither, should Acacis live. 
By death alone the certain way appears. 
Thus to hope mercy, and deserve your tears. 

[Stabs himself. 

Zemp. O, my Acacis ! 
What cruel cause could urge this fatal deed ? — 

[Weeps. 
. He faints ! — help, help ! some help ! or he will bleed 
His life, and mine, away ! — 
Some water there ! — Not one stirs from his place ! 
Pll use my tears to sprinkle on his face. 

Aca. Ora^ia,—- 

Zemp. Fond child ! why dost thou call upon her 
name? 
I am thy mother, 

Aca. No, you are my shame. 
That blood is shed that you had title in,^ 
And with your title may it end your sin \ — 
Unhappy prince, you may forgive me now. 
Thus bleeding for my mother's cruel vow. 

Inca. Be not concem'd for me; 
Death's easier than the dianges I have seen. 
I would not live to trust the world again. 

Mont. Into my eyes sorrow begins to creep;. 
When hands are tied, it is no shame tb weep. 

Aca. Dear Montezuma, 
I may be stiH your friend, though I must die 
Your rival in ner love. Eternity 
Has room enough for both ; there's no desire,. 
Where to enjoy is onty to admire. 
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There we'll meet friends, when this short storm is 
past. 

Mont. Why must I tamely wait to perish last ? 

Aca. Orazia weeps, and niy parch'd soul appears 
Refreshed hy that kind shower of pitying tears ; 
Forgive those faults my passion did commit, 
'Tis punish'd with the life that nourished it : 
I had no power in this extremity 
To save your life, and less to see you die. 
My eyes would ever on this object stay. 
But sinking nature takes the props away.. 
Kind death. 

To end with pleasures all my miseries. 
Shuts up your image in my clos^ing eyes. [Dies. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. To arms, to arms ! 
Trax. From whence this sudden fear ? 
Mess. Stand to your guard, my lord, the danger'^s 
near: 
From every quarter crowds of people meet, 
And, leaving houses empty, fill the street. 

{Exit Mess. 
Trax. Fond queen, thy fruitless tears a while 
defer ; 
Rise, we must join again — ^Not speak, nor stir ! 
I hear the people's voice like winds that roar. 
When they pursue the flying waves to shore^ 

Enter Second Messenger. 

2 Mess. Prepai'e to fight, my lo^d ; the banisfafd 
queen. 
With old Garucca, in the streets are seen. 

Trax. We must go meet them or it be too late ; 
Yet, madam, rise ; have you no sense of fate ? 
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Enter third Messenger. 

3 Mess. King Montezuma their load shouts pro- 
^daim. 
The city rings with their new sovere^'s name ; 
The banish'd queeii declares he is her ^son. 
And to his succour all the people run* 

[Zemfoaixa me». 
Zemp. Can this be true ? O love ! O late ! have I 
Thus doated on my iftortal enemy ? 

Trcue. To my new prince I thus my homage pay ; 
Your reign is short, young kin g 

Zemp. TraxaUa, «tay 

1%; to my :haiid that he tirast owe his fate^ 
I will revenge at once my love and hate. 

\^She sets a dagger to Montezuma's breast. 
Trax. Strike, strike, the conquering en^my is near. 
My guards are pass'd, while you detain me here. 

Zemp. Die then, ungreatefol, die ; Amexia^son 
Shall never triumph on Acacis' throne. 
Thy death must my unhappy flamfes remove : 
Now where is thy defence-^agasnst tnrf love? 
[She cuts the cords, and gives him the dagger. 
Trax. Am I jbeteay*d ? 

\IIe draws and thrusts at MoKTSezuMA ; he 
pats it hy and kiUs him. 
Mont. So may all rebels die ; 
This end has treason join'd wiA aruelty. 
Ziemp. Live thou whom I must love, and yet 
must hate ; 
She gave thee life, who knows it brings her fdte. 
Mont Life is a trifle which I would not take^ 
But for Orazia's and her father's sake. 
Now, inca, hate me, if thou canst ; fi3r he. 
Whom thou hast scorned, will die, or rescue thee. 
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J[s he goes to attack the guards with Tbaxalla's 
sword, enter Amexia^ GaruccAs Indians, dri- 
ving some of the other party b^ore them. 

Gar. He lives ; ye gods, he Kves ! great queen, 
see here 
Your coming j6ys, and your departihg fear. 

Amex. ^W^der and joy so fast together iflow. 
Their haste to pass has made their passage slow ; 
Liike struggling waters in a vessel p«it, 
Whcwe «owding drops choak up the narrow vent. 
My son !-^— — \Ske embraces hm. 

Mont. I hm ftmazed \ it 'cannot be 
That fat6 has sueli « joy in store for me. 

Amex. Can I not gain belief that this is true ? 
Mdn^* It 18 my forttme I sfuspect, not you. 
Gar. I^t ask him if he old Gamcda know. 
MMt. My hcttibtfr'd fetJier ! let me fefl thus 16W. 
Gar. FOTbear, great prince ; *tis I must pa,y to 
you 
That adorati<^, aS toy sovelreign's due ; 
For, from TOy humble face you did not ^spring ; 
You are the issue of our m^rder'd king. 
Sent by that traitor to Ms blest abode, 
Wlkto, to be made a king, he m^de a god. , 
The story is too full of fate to tell. 
Or what strange fortune our lost queen befel. 

Afnex. That sad irelation longer time will crave ; 
I Jived obscure, he bred you in a cave. 
But kept the mighty secret from your ear, 
Lest heat of blood to some strange coin*se should 

«teer 
Your youth. 

Mont. I owe hith all, that now I JEinfi ; 
He taught me first the noble thirst of fame. 
Shew'd me the baseness of unmanly fear, 
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TUl the unlick'd whelp I pluck'd from the north 

bear. 
And made the ounce and tyger give me way. 
While from their hungry jaws I snateh'd the prey. 
'Twas he that charged my young arms first with 

toils. 
And drest me glorious in my savage spoils. 

Gar. You spent in shady forest all the day. 
And joy'd, returning, to shew me the prey. 
To tell the story, to describe the place. 
With all the pleasures of the boasted chace ; 
Till fit for arms, I reaved you from your, sport. 
To train your youth in the Peruv^Mi court. 
I left you there, and ever since have been 
The. sad attendant of my exiled que^^. . 

Zemp. My fatal dream comes to my memory ; 
That lion, whom I )ield in bonds, was he, 
Amexia was the dove that broke his chains ; 
What now but Zempoalla's death remains? 

Mont. Pardon, fair princess, if 1 must delay 
My love a while, my gratitude to pay. — 
Live, Zempoalla — free from dangers live. 
For present merits I pa$t crimes forgive. 
Oh, might she hope Orazia's pardon, too ! 

t)ra%. I would have none condemn'd for loving 
you; 
In me her merit much her fault o'erpowers ; 
She sought my life, but she preserved me yours. 

Amex. Taught by my own, I pity her estate. 
And wish her penitence, but not her fat^. 

Inca. I would not be the last to bid her live ; 
Kings best revenge their wrongs, when they forgive. 

Zemp. I cannot yet forget what I have been ; 
Would you give life to her, that was a queen ? 
Must you then give, and must I take ? therei's yet 
One way, that's oy refusing, to be great. 
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You bid me live— bid me be wretched too ; 
Think, think, what pride unthroned, must undergo. 
Liook on this youth, Amexia, look, and then 
Suppose him yours, and bid me live again ; 
A greater sweetness on these lips there grows. 
Than breath shut out from a new-folded rose. 
What lovely charms on these cold cheeks appear ! 
Could any one hate death, and see it here ? 
But thou art gon e 

Mont. O, that you would believe 
Acacis lives in me, and cease to grieve. 

Zemp. Yes, I will cease to grieve, and cease to be. 
His soul stays watching in his wound for me. 
All that comd render life desired is gone, 
Orazia has my love, and you my throne. 

And death, Acads ^yet I need not die. 

You leave me mistress of my destiny ; 

In spite of dreams, how am I pleased to see. 

Heaven's truth, or falsehood, should depend on me ! 

But I will help the gods. 

The greatest proof of courage we can give. 

Is then to die when we have power to live. 

[^Kills herself. 

Mont How fatally that instrument of death 
Was hid 

Amex. She has expired her latest breath. 

M(mt But there lies one, to whom all grief is due. 

Oraz. None e'er was so unhappy and so true. 

Mont. Your pardon, royal sir. 

Inca. You have my love. [Gives him Orazia. 

Amex. The gods, my son, your happy choice 
approve. 

Mont. Come, my Orazia, then, and pay with me, 

[Leads her to Acacis. 
Some tears to poor Acacis' memory ; 
So strange a fate for men the gods ordain. 
Our clearest sunshine should be mixt with rain ; 
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How equgUv our joys and sorrows moye! 
Death's fatal triumphs, joitfd with those of love. 
Love crowns the dead, and des^th, crowns l^um that 

Uves; 
Each gains the conquest, wliich the other give^ 

[^E:peunt <nmm. 
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SPOKEN BY MONTEZUMA. 



You see what shifts we are enforced to try. 

To help out wit with some variety ; 

Shows may be found that never yet were seen, 

'Tis hard to find such wit as ne'er has been. 

Ypu have seen all that this old world can do, 

We, therefore, try the fortune of the new. 

And hope it is below ^our aim to hit 

At untaught nature with your practised wit ; 

Our naked Indians, then, when wits appear, 

Would as soon chuse to have* the Spaniards here. -- 

'Tis true, you have marks enough, tne plot, the show» 

The poet's sceneSf nay, more, the painter's too ; 

If all this fail, considering the costr 

'Tis a true voyage to the Indies lost ; 

But if you smile on all, then these designs. 

Like the imperfect treasure of our mines. 

Will pass for current wheresoe'er they go. 

When to your bounteous hands their stamps they owe. 
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TOTHB 

MOST iSXCSLLXNT 

AKD MOST ILX4U8TEIOUS ?ft(|^CBSI9» 

ANNE, 
DUCHESS OF MONMOUTH AND BUCCLBUCH, 

WIFE TO THE BfOST ILI.U8TRI0US 

ANP HIGH-BOEN r^INi^Ks 

JAMES, 

DUKE OF MONMOUTH.* 



MAY IT PLEASE YOUR GUACE, 

The favour which Heroic Plays have lately foup4 
upon our theatres, has been wholly derived to then) 
from the countenance and approbation they havQ 



* Anne Scott^ Dachess of Bucdeuch and Monmouth, was tbc 
last seion of a race of warriors^ more remarkable for their exploits 
in the field, than their address in courts, or protection of litera- 
ture. She was the heiress of the Scotts, Barons and Earls of Bue* 
cleudi ; and became Countess, in her own riffh^ upon the d^b 
of her elder sister. Lady Mary, who married the unfortunate Vl^a}- 
ter Scott, Earl of Tarras, and died without issue in 1662. In 
1665, Anne, Countess of Buccleuch, married James Fitsroy, 
Duke of Monmoutl), eldest natural son of Charles II. They weie 
afterwards created Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch. She was ax^ 
accomplished and high-spirited lady, distinguished for her un« 
blemished conduct in a profligate court. It was her patrona^re 
which first established I^yden's popularity ; a dreumstanoe t^a 
honourable to her memory to be here suppresied* 
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received at court. The most eminent persons for 
wit and honour in the royal circle having so &r 
owned them, that they have judged no way so fit 
as verse to entertain a noble audience, or to express 
a noble passion ; and among the rest which nave 
been written in this kind, they have been so indul- 
gent to this poem, as to allow it no inconsiderable 
place. Since, therefore, to the court I owe its for- 
tune on the stage; so, being now more publicly 
exposed in print, I humbly recommend it to your 
Grace's protection, who by all knowing persons are 
esteemed a principal ornament of the court. But 
though the rank which you hold in the royal fami- 
ly might direct the eyes of a poet to you, yet your 
beauty and goodness detain and fix them. High 
objects, it is true, attract the sight ; but it lookd up 
with pain on craggy rocks and barren mountains, 
and continues not intent on any object, which is 
wanting in shades and greens to entertain it. Beau- 
ty, in courts, is so necessary to the young, that those, 
who are without it, seem to be there to no other 
purpose than to wait on the triumphs of the fair ; 
to attend their motions in obscurity, as the moon 
and stars do the sun by day ; or, at best, to be the 
refuge of those hearts which others have despised; 
and, by the unworthiness of both, to give and take 
a miserable comfort. But as needful as beauty is, 
virtue and honour are yet more : The reign of it 
without their support is unsafe and short, like that 
of tyrants. Every sun which looks on beauty wastes 
it ; and, when it once is decaying, the repairs of art 
are of as short continuance, as the after-spring, when 
the sun is going further off. This, macUim, is its 
ordinary fate ; but yours, which is accompanied by 
virtue, is not subject to that common destiny. Your 
Grace has not only a long time of youth in which 
to flourish, but you have likewise found the way, 
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by an untidnted preservation of your honour, to 
make that perishable good more lasting : And if 
beauty, like wines, could be preserved, by bdng 
mixed and embodied with others of their own na* 
tures, then your Grace's would be immortal, since 
no part of Europe can aSbrd a parallel to your no- 
ble lord in masculine beauty, and in goodlin^s c^ 
shape. To receive the blessings and prayers of man- 
kind, you need only to be seen together : We are 
ready to conclude, that you are a pair of angels sent 
below to make virtue amiable in your persons, or to 
sit to poets when they would pleasantly instruct 
the age, by drawing goodness in the most perfect 
and alluring shape of nature. But though beauty 
be the theme on which poets love to dweU, I must 
be forced to quit it as a private praise, since you 
have deserved those which are more public : For 
goodness and humanity, which shine in you, are 
virtues which concern mankind ; anfi, by a certain 
kind of interest, all people agree in their commen- 
dation, because the profit of them may extend to 
many. It is so much your inclination to do good, 
that you stay not to be asked ; which is an approach 
so nigh the Deity, that human nature is not capa- 
ble of a nearer. It is my happiness, that I can tes- 
tify this virtue of your Grace's by my own experi- 
ence ; since I have so great an aversion from soli- 
citing court-favours, that I am ready to look on 
those as very bold, who dare grow rich there with- 
out desert. But I beg your &race's pardon for as- 
suming thi^ virtue of modesty to myself, which the 
sequel of this discourse will no way justify : For in 
this address I have already quitted the character of 
a modest man, by presenting you this poem as an 
acknowledgment, which stands in need of your pro- 
tection ; and which ought no more to be esteemed 
a present, than it is accounted bounty in the poor» 
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iNriien ihejr bestow a diild on some Wealthy fiiend, 
trbo yfiHl hetta breed it up. 0£Pspriiin 6f this na« 
ture are like to be so numerous with me, that I 
must be fi^oed to send some <rf* them abroad ; only 
^is is like to be more fOTtunate than his fatotfa«s» 
because I have landed him on a hospitabie ahwe. 
Under your patronage Montezuma hopes he is mor^ 
safe than in ms native Indies ; and therefore comes 
to throw himsrif At your Grace^s feet, paying that 
braaage to your beauty, which he refiised to die rio- 
hsaoe of his conquerors. He begs only, that when 
he shall relate his sufferings, you will consider hmi 
as an Indian Prince, and not expect imy other do- 
quench fixmi his simplidty, than what his griefi 
nave ftuHisfaed him withal. His story is, perhaps, 
the greatest which was ever represented in a poem 
of this nature ; the action of it induding the disco- 
^nery and conquest of a new world. In it I have 
neither wholly followed the truth of the history, 
nor altogether left it ; but have taken all the liber- 
ty of a poet, to add, alter, or diminidb, as I thought 
m^ht best conduce to the beautifying of my work : 
it being not Uie business of a poet to represent his- 
torical truth, but probability. But I am not to 
make the justification of this poem, whidi I whdly 
leave to your Grace's mercy. It is an irregular piece, 
if compared witii many c^Comeille*s, and, if I may 
make a judgment of it, written with mote flame 
than art ; in whidi it represents the mind and in- 
tentions of the author, who is with much more zeal 
and integrity, than design and artifice. 

Madam, 

Your Grace's most obedient. 

And most obliged servant, 

John Drydek* 
October 12, 1667. 
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Bttihxr l6iS4,irfi«n our ■ttthor mifatcd Sit AdbM MinrMd 
in eompothig the preceding pUy, mid the prhitfaig of (be Indiim 
Etn|Nenlr in 1668, same disajjreeineiit hud orfgen Mtwitt thenar. 
Sir Robert appears to have given die first provocation, by prefix* 
iM to Us tragedy of The mke of Lerma. or (Treat Fovonnte, in 
l(^y some remarit9, which drew down the fbtlowing^ severe re- 
toft It is therefore necessary to mentton the contents of the 
ofotsive preface. 

Sir Robert Howard be^ns, as one taking leave ot the druma 
and dramatic aothors, ^ ma too lon^ aoqoaintancef f* and nnwfl- 
ling again to venture '' into the d^ wars of censure, 

Ubi NuUoi habiiura triumpkoi." 

He states his unwilling interference to be owing to the " un« 
necessary understanding^' of some, who endeavoured to apply as 
strict rules to poetry as mathematics, which rendered it mcum- 
bent on him to justify his having written some scenes of his tra* 
gedy in blank verse. In the next paragraph, Dryden is expressly 
pointed out as the author of the Essay on Dramatic Poetry ; and 
IS ridiculed for attempting to prove, not that rhyme is more natu* 
ral in a dialogue on the stage supposed to be spoken estemporCf 
but grander and more expressive. In like manner. Sir Robert 
unfortunately banters our author for drawing from Seneca an in-* 
stance of a lofty mode of expressing so ordinary a thing as skut* 
ting a door,i instead of givmg an example to the same effect in 
Engl^^^' 

The author of The Duke of Lerma proceeds to attack the uni« 
ties ; arguing, because it is impossible that the stage can repre- 
sent exactly a house, or that the time of acting can be extended 
to twenty*four hours ; therefore, it is needless there should be 
any limitatimi whatever as to time or place, since otherwise it 
must be inferred, that there are degrees m impossibility, and that 
one thing may be more impossible than anotner. 



* Reserate duMM regii postes laris. 

lloward*8 mistranslation of this passage seems to have been inadvertent. In the 
Essay it is rendered, 

" Set wide the palace gates." 
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The whole tone of the prefiu» is that of one who wished to 
have it supposed, that he was writing oonceming a subject rather 
beneath hu notice, and only fdt himself called forth to do so by 
the dogmatism of those who laid down confident rules or laws 
in matters so trifling. This affectation of supercilious censure 
appears deeply to have provoked Ihrvden, and prompted the acri- 
mony of the foUowiiur Defence^ wnich he prefixed to a second 
edition of The Indian Emperor published in 1668;, probably short- 
ly after the offence had been given. The angry mends were af- 
terwards reconciled ; and Dryden^ listening more to the feelings 
of former kindness than of recent passion^ cancelled the Defence, 
which was never afterwards reprinted, till Congreve collected our 
author's Dramatic Works. It is worthy of preservation, as it 
"Vfoiddbe difficult to point out deeper contempt and irony, couch- 
ed under language so temperate, pold, and outwardly respectful^ 
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A 

DEFENCE 

OF AN 

ESSAY OF DRAMATIC POESY; 

BEING 

AN ANSWER TO THE PREFACE 

OF THE 
GREAT FAVOURITE, OR THE DUKE OF LERMA. 



The former edition of "The Indian Emperor" being 
full of faults, which had escaped the printer, I have 
been willing to overlook this second with more care: 
and though I. could not allow myself so much time 
as was necessary, yet by that little I have done, the 
press is freed from some errors which it had to an- 
swer for before. As for the more material faults 
of writing, which are properly mine, though I see 
many of them, I want leisure to amend them. It 
is enough for those who make one poem the busi- 
ness of tl^ir lives, to leave that correct ; yet, except- 
ing Virgil, I never met with any which was so in 
any language. 

But while I was thus employed about this im- 
pression, there came to my hands a new printed 
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play, called, ** The Great Favourite, or. The Duke 
of Lerma;" the author of which, a noble and most 
ingenious person, has done me the favour to make 
some observations and animadversions upon my 
Dramatic Essay. I must confess he might have 
better consulted his reputation than by matching 
himself with so Weak an adversary. But if his ho- 
nour be diminished in the choice of his antagonist, 
it is sufficiently recompensed in the election of his 
cause : which being the weaker, in all appearance, 
as combating the received opinions of the best an- 
cient and modem authors, will add to his glory, if 
he overcome ; and to the opinion of his generosity, 
if he be vanquished, since he engages at so great 
odds ; and, so like a cavalier, undertakes the pro- 
tection of the weaker party. I have only to fear, 
on my own behalf, that so good a cause bh mine 
may suffer by my ill management, or weak de- 
fence ; yet I cannot in honour but take the glove 
when it is offered me ; though I am only a cham- 
pion by succession, and no more able to defend the 
right of Aristotle and Horace, than an iniant Di- 
mock* to maintain the title of a king- 

For my own concernment in the controversy, it 
is so small, that I can easily be contented to be dri- 
ven from a few notions of dramatic poesy ; especial- 
ly by one, who has the reputation of understanding 
ml things : and I might justly make that excuse for 
my yielding to him, which the philosopher made to 
the emperor ; why should I offer to contend with 
him, who is master of morfe than twenty legions of 
arts and sciences ? But I am forced to fight, and 
therefore it will be no shame to be overcome. 

^ ♦ The family of Dimock, or Dymock^ are hereditary cham- 
pions of Enffland ; and^ as 8uch> obliged to maintain the king's 
title in single combat against all challengers. 
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Yet I nm so much hift servant, as not to meddle 
^ith any thing which does not concern me in his 
Preface : therefore I leave the good sense and other 
excellencies of the first twenty lines, to be consi- 
dered by the critics. As for the play of** The Duke 
of Lerma," having so much altered and beautified it 
as he has done, it can justly belong to none but him. 
Indeed they must be extremely ignorant, as well as 
envious, who would rob him of that honour ; for 
you See him putting in his claim to it, even in the 
first two lines : 

Kepulse upon repulse, like waves thrown back, 
That slide to hang upon obdurate rocks. 

After this, let detraction do its worst ; for if this 
be not his, it deserves to be. For my part, I de- 
clare for distributive justice ; and fi'om this, and 
what follows, he certainly deserves those advanta- 
ges, which he acknowledges to have received from 
the opinion of sober men. 

In the next place, I must beg leave to observe, 
his great address in courting the reader to his par- 
ty : For, intending to assault all poets, both ancient 
and modem, he discovers not his whole design at 
once, but seems only to aim at me, and attacks me 
on my weakest side, my defence of verse. 

To begin with me, he gives me the compellation 
of •* The Author of a Dramatic Essay ;" which is a 
little discourse in dialogue, for the most nart bor- 
rowed from the observations of others : therefore, 
that I may not be wanting to him in civility, I re- 
turn his compliment, by calling him, " the Author 
of The Duke of Lerma." 

But (that I may pass over his salute) he takes no- 
tice of my great 'pams to prove rhyme as natural in 
a serious play, and more effectual than blank verse. 
Thus indeed I did state the question ; but he tells 
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me, ** I pursue that which I call natural in a wrong 
application ; For 'tis not, the question, whether 
rhyme, or not rhyme, be best, or most natural for 
a serious subject, but what is nearest the nature of 
that it represents." 

If I have formerly^ mistaken the question, I must 
« confess my ignorance so far, as to say I continue 
still in my mistake : But he ought to have proved 
that I mistook it ; for it is yet but gratis dictum ; I 
still shall think I have gained my point, if I can 
prove that rhyme is best, or most natural for a se- 
rious subject. As for the question as he states it, 
whether rhyme be nearest the nature of what it re- 
presents, I wonder he should think me so ridicu- 
lous as to dispute, whether prose or verse be near- 
est to ordinary conversation. 

It still remains for him to prove his inference ; 
that, since verse is granted to be more remote than 
prose from ordinary conversation, therefore no se- 
rious plays ought to be writ in verse : and when he 
clearly makes that good, I will acknowledge his 
victory as absolute as he can desire it. 

The question now is, which of us two has mista- 
ken it ; and if it appear I have not, the world will 
suspect, " what gentleman that was, who was al- 
lowed to speak twice in parliament, because he had 
not yet spoken to the question ;"* and perhaps con- 
clude it to be the same, who, as it is reported, main- 
tained a contradiction in terminis, in the face of three 
hundred persons. 

But to return to verse, whether it be natural or 
not in plays, is a problem which is not demonstra- 
ble of either side : It is enough for me, that he ac- 



* A sneer which Sir Robert aims at Dryden. Dryden had 
written twice on the question of rhyming tra^edi^. 
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knowledges he had rather read good verse than 
prose : for if all the enemies of verse will confess 
as much, I shall not need to prove that it is na- 
tural. I am satisfied if it cause delight ; for de- 
light is the chief, if not the only, end of poesy : 
Instruction can be admitted but in the second 
place, for poesy only instructs as it delights. It is 
true, that to imitate well is a poet's work ; but to 
affect the soul, and to excite the passions, and, 
above all, to move admiration (which is the delight 
of serious plays,) a bare imitation will not serve. 
The converse, therefore, which a poet is to imi- 
tate, must be heightened with all the arts and or- 
naments of poesy ; and must be such as, strictly 
considered, could never be supposed spoken by any 
without premeditation. 

As for what he urges, that " a play will still be 
supposed to be a composition of several persons 
speaking extempore^ and that good verses are the 
hardest things which can be imagined to be so spo- 
ken ;" I must crave leave to dissent from his opi- 
nion, as to the former part of it : For, if I am not 
deceived, a play is supposed to be the work of the 
poet, imitating, or representing, the conversation 
of several persons : and this I think to be as clear, 
as he thinks the contrary. 

But I will be bolder, and do not doubt to make 
it good, though a paradox, that one great reason 
why prose is not to be used in serious plays, is, be- 
cause it is too near the nature of converse : There 
may be too great a likeness ; as the most skilful 
painters affirm, that there may be too near a resem- 
blance in a picture : To take every lineament and 
feature is not to make an excellent piece, but to 
take so much only as will make a beautiful resem- 
blance of the whole : and, with an ingenious flatte- 
ry of nature, to heighten the beauties of some parts, 
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and hide the deformities of the rest For so siiy< 
Horace^ 



Ut pictura poem erit* S^c. 

HcBC amai obscurum, vuii hasc sub luce videri, 

Judieis arguium qua nonjormidat aoumen. 

■ — i — ' — - — Ei qwp 
t>^perat tradata nUescere posse relinquU. 

In ^' Bartholomew Fair," or th^ lowest Idnd of 
comedy, that degree of heightening is used, which is 
proper to set oifthat subject : It is true, the author 
was not there to go out of prose, as he does in bis 
higher arguments of comedy, ** The Fox" and " Al- 
chemist ;" yet he does so raise his matter in that 
prose, as to render it delightful ; which he could ne- 
ver have performed, had he only said or done those 
very things, that are daily spoken or practised in the 
fair : for then the fair itself would be as full of plea- 
sure to an ingenious person as the play, which we 
manifestly see it is not. But he hath m^de an ex- 
cellent lazar of it ; the copy is of price, though the 
original be vile. You see in "Catiline" and "Sejanus,** 
where the argument is great, he sometimes ascends 
to verse, which shews be thought it not unnatural 
in serious plays ; and had his genius been as proper 
for rhyme as it was for humour, or had the age in 
which he lived attained to as much knowledge in 
verse as ours, it is probable he would have adorned 
those subjects with that kind of writing. 

Thus Prose, though the rightful prince, yet is by 
common consent deposed, as too weak for the go- 
vernment of serious plays : and he failing, there now 
stftrt up two competitors ; one, the nearer in blood, 
which is Blank Verse ; the other, more fit for the 
ends of government, which is Rhyme. Blank Verse 
is, indeed, the nearer Prose, but he is blemished 
with the weakness of his predecessor. Rhyme (for 
I will deal clearly) has somewhat of the usurper in 
him ; but he is brave, and generous, and his domi- 
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nidn pleading. For this reason of delight, the an-* 
cients (whom I will still believe as wise as those 
who so confidently correct them) wrote all their 
tragedies in verse, though they knew it most re^ 
mote from conversation. 

But I perceive I am falling into the danger of an- 
other rebuke from my opponent ; for when I plead 
that the ancients used verse, I prove not that they 
would have admitted rhyme, had it then been writ* 
ten. All I can say is only this, that it seems to 
have succeeded verse by the general consent of poets 
in all modom languages ; for almost all their serious 
plays are written in it ; which, though it be no dei- 
monstration that therefore they ought to be so, yet 
at least the practice first, and then me continuation 
of it, shews that it attained the eild, which was to 
please ; and if that cannot be compassed here, I will 
be the first who shall lay it down : for I confess my 
chief endeavours are to delight the age in which I 
live. If the humour of this be for low comedy, 
small accidents, and raillery, I will force my genius 
to obey it, though with more reputation I could 
write in verse. I know I am not so fitted by nar 
ture to write comedy : I want that gaiety of hu- 
mour which is required to it. My conversation is 
slow and dull ; my humour saturnine and reserved : 
In short, I am none of those who endeavour to 
break jests in company, or make repartees. So that 
those, who decry my comedies, do me no injury, ex- 
cept it be in point of profit : reputation in them is 
the last thing to which I shall pretend. I beg pari- 
don for entertaining the reader with so ill a subject ; 
but before I quit that argument, which was the 
cause of this digression, I cannot but take notice 
how I am corrected for my quotation of Seneca, in 
ray defence of plays in verse. My words are these : 
*' Our language is noble, full, and significant ; and 
1 know not wtiy he, who is a master of it, u)ay not 
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dothe ordinary things in it as decently as in the 
Latin, if he use the same diligence in his choice of 
words* One would think, ^* unlock a door," was a 
thing as vulgar as could be spoken ; yet Seneca 
could make it sound high and lofty in his Latin. 

*' Reserate chaos regU posies laiis** 

But he says of me, *^ That being filled with the 
precedents of the ancients, who writ their plays in 
verse, I commend the thing, declaring our language 
to be full, noble, and si^n^cant, and char^g all 
defects upon the illplactng of words, whidi I prove 
by quoting Seneca loftily expressing such an ordi- 
nary thing as shutting a door.'* 

Here he manifestly mistakes ; for I spoke not of 
the pladng, but of the choice of words ; for whidi 
I quoted that aphorism of Julius Cassar, Delecivs 
verborum est origo eloquentus ; but delectus verborum 
is no more Latin for the placing of words, than re- 
serate is Latin for shut the door, as he interprets it, 
which I ignorantly construed unlock or open it. 

He supposes I was highly affected with the sound 
of those words, and I suppose I may more justly 
imagine it of him ; for if he had not been extreme- 
ly satisfied with the sound, he would have minded 
the sense a little better. 

But these are now to be no faults ; for ten days 
after his book is published, and that his mistakes 
are grown so famous, that they are come back to 
him, he sends his Errata* to be printed, and annex- 
ed to his play ; and desires, that, instead oishvMing, 
you would read opening, which, it seems, was the 
printer's fault. I wonder at his modesty, that he 
did not rather say it was Seneca's or mine ; and 
that, in some authors, reserate was to shut as well as # 

* This erratum has been suffered to remain in the edition of 
the Knight's plays now before us, published in 1692. 
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to open^ as the word barach, say the learned^ is both 
to bless and curse. 

Well, since it was the printer, he was a naughty 
ikian to commit the same mistake twice in six lines. 
I warrant you delectus verborum^for placing of words, 
was his mistake too, though the author forgot to 
tell him of it : If it were my book, I assure ym I 
should. For those rascals ought to be the proxiiM of 
every gentleman author, and to be chastised for 
him, when he is not pleased to own an error. Yet 
dnce he has given the errata, 1 wish he would jiave 
enlarged them only a few sheets more, and then he 
would have spared me the labour of an answer : For 
tills cursed prmter is so giyen to mistakes, that there 
i94barce a tentence in thePreface without some false 
grammar, or hard sense in it ; which will all be 
charged upon the poet, because he is so good^a- 
tureS as to lay but three errors to the printa^'s ac- 
count, and to take the rest upon himself, who is 
better able to support them. But he needs not ap- 
prehend that I should strictly examine those little 
faults, except I am called upon to do it : I shall 
return therefore to that quotation of Seneca, and 
answer, not to what he writes, but to what he 
means. I never intended it as an argument, but 
only as an illustration of what I had said before 
concerning the election of words ; and all he can 
charge me with is only this, that if Seneca could 
make an ordinary thing sound well in Latin by the 
choice of words, the same, with the like care, might 
be performed in English : If it cannot, I have com- 
mitted an error on the right hand, by commending 
too mudi the copiousness and well-tounding of our 
language, which I hope my countrymen will par- 
don me ; at least the words which follow in my 
Dramatic Essay will plead somewhat in my behalf; 
ibt I say there, that this objection happens but sel* 

VOL. II. s 
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dom in a play ; and then, too, eith^ the meanness 
of the expression may be avoided, or shjAi out from 
the verse by breaking it in the midst^ 

But I have said too much in the defence <^ verse ; 
for, after alt, it is a very indifferent thing to me 
whetha: it obtain or not, I am content hereafter 
to be ordered by his rule, that is, to write it some- 
times because it pleases me, and samuch the rather, 
because he has declared that it pleases him. But 
he has taken his last farewell of the muses, and he 
has done it civilly, by honouring them with, the 
name of ** his long acquaintances/' which is a com- 
pliment they have scarce deserved fk>m him. For 
my own part, I bear a share in the public loss; and^ 
how emulous soever I may be of his fame and re- 
putation, I cannot but give this testimony of his- 
style, that it is extremely poetical, even in oratory ;. 
his thoughts elevated sometimes above common ap- 
prehension ; his notions politic and grave, and tend- 
ing to the instruction of princes, and reformatioR^of 
states ; that they are abundantly interlaced with 
variety of fancies, tropes, and figures, which the 
critics have enviously branded witli the name of 
obscurity and false grammar. 

** Well, he is now fettered in business of more 
unpleasant nature :" The muses have lost him, but 
the commonwealth gains by it ; the corruption of* 
a poet is the generation of a statesman. 

** He will not venture again into the civil wars of 
censure, tcbi — nuUas habitura triuinphos :'* If he had 
not told us he had left the muses, we might have 
half suspected it by that word ubi, which does not 
any way belong to them in that place : the rest of 
the verse is indeed Lucan's, but that nbi, I will an- 
swer for it, is his own. Yet he has another reascm 
for this disgust of poesy ; for he says imniediately 
after, that ^^ the manner of plays which are now in 
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most esteem is beyond his powar to perfbvm :'* to 
perfbrm the manner of a tning, I confess^ is new 
English to me. '^ However, he condeHms not tiie 
satis&ction of others, but rather their unnecessary 
understanding, who, like Sancho Panfa's doctw, 
preseribe too strictly to our appetites ; for,** says he^ 
<^ in the di£ference of tragedy and comedy,^ and of 
&rce itself, there can be no detennination but by 
the taste^ nor in the manner of their composure.'' 

We shall see him now as great a critic as he was 
a poet ; and the reason why he excelled so much in 
poetry will be evident, for it will appear to haye 
proceeded from the exactness of his judgment* ^' In 
the difference of tragedy, comedy, and &rce itself, 
there can be no determination but by the taste." I 
wiU hot quarrel with the obscurity of his phrase^ 
though I justly might ; but beg his pardon if I do 
not rightly understand him. If he means that there 
is no essential difference betwixt comedy, tragedy,, 
and farce, but what is only made by the people'sr 
taste, which distinguishes one c^ them from the 
other, that is so mankest an error, that I need not 
lose time to contradict it. Were there neither 
judge, taste, nor opinion in the world, yet they 
would differ in their natures ; for the action, cha- 
racter, and language of tragedy, would still be great 
and high ; that of comedy^ lower and more &mi- 
liar. Admiration would be the deHght of one> and 
satire of the other. 

I have but briefly touched upon these things^ be- 
cause, whatever his words are, I can scarce imagine^ 
that ** he, who is always concerned for the true ho- 
nour of reason, and would have no spurious issue 
fathered upon her," should mean any thing so ab- 
surd as to affirm, ^^ that there is no difference be« 
twixt comedy and tragedy but what is made by the 
taste only ^ unless he would have us to understand 
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thecomediesof my Lord L. where thefirst act should 
be pottages, the second fneassees, &;c. and the fifth 
a cnere entiere of women. 

I rather guess he means, that betwixt one oo- 
medy or tragedy and another, there is no other dif- 
ference, but what is made by the liking or disliking 
of the audience. This is indeed a less error than 
the former, but yet it is a great one. The likmg 
or disliking of the people gives the play the deno- 
mination of good or bad, but does not re^y make 
or constitute it such. To please the people ought 
to be the poef s aim, because plays are made for 
their delight ; but it does not follow that they are 
always pleased with good plays, or that the plays 
which please them are always good. The humour 
of the people is now for comedy ; therefore, in hope 
to please them, I write comedies rather than serious 
plays : and so far their taste prescribes to me. But 
it does not follow from that reason, that comedy is 
to be preferred before tragedy in its own nature ; 
for that, which is so in its own nature, cannot be 
otherwise, as a man cannot but be a rational crea^ 
ture : But the opinion of the people may alter, and 
in another age, or perhaps in this, serious plays may 
be set up above comedies. 

This I think a sufficient answer ; if it be not,, be 
has provided me of an excuse : it seems, in his wis- 
dom, he foresaw my weakness, and has found out 
this expedient for me, " That it is not necessary 
for poets to study strict reason, since they are so 
used to a greater latitude than is allowed by that 
severe inquisition, that they must infringe their 
own jurisdiction, to profess themselves obliged to 
argue well." 

I am obliged to him for discovering to me this 
back door ; but I am not yet resolved on my re- 
treat ; for I am of opinion, that they cannot be 
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poets, who are not aooistomed to avgue well. 
«*alse reasonings and colours of speech are the cer- 
tain marks of one who does not understand the 
stage ; for moral t^iith is the mistress of the poet as 
much as of the philosopher ; poesy must resemble 
natural truth^^ but it must be ethical. Indeed, the 
poet dresses truth, and adorns nature, but does not 
alter them : 

Fkia voluptatis causa sint proxima verU. 

Therefore, that is not the best poesy, which resem- 
bles notions of things, that are not, to things that 
are : though the fancy may be great, and the words 
flowing, yet the soul is but half satisdSied when there 
is not truth in the foundation. This is that which 
makes Virgil be preferred before the rest of poets. 
In variety of fancy, and sweetness of expression, 
you see Ovid far above him ; for Virgil rejected 
many of those things which Ovid wrote. ** A great 
wit's great work is to refuse," as my worthy friend 
^ John Berk^ihead has ingeniously expressed it : 
you rarely meet with any thing in Virgil but truth, 
which therefore leaves the strongest impression of 
pleasure in the soul. This I thought myself obliged 
to say in behalf of poesy ; and to dedare, though 
it be against myself, that when poets do not argue 
well, the defect is in thfe workmen, not in the art. 
And now I come to the boldest part of his dis- 
course, wherdn he attacks not me, but all the an- 
cients and modems ; and undermines, as he thinks, 
the very foundations on which Dramatic Poesy is 
built. I could msh he would have declined that 
envy which must of necessity follow such an un- 
dertaking, and contented himself with triumphing 
over me in my opinions of verse, which I will never 
hereafter dispute with him ; but he must pardon 
me if I have that veneration for Aristotle, Horace, 
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Ben Jonscm, and Comeille, that I dare not serve 
him in such a cause, and against such heroes, but 
ratiier fight under their protection, as Homer reports 
of little Teucer, who shot the Trojans from under 
the large buckler of Ajax Telamcm. 

ST? y a^ tnt Almnn rmtS Tt)<mfUtuJ)m0. 

He stood beneath his brother^s ample shield ; 
And^ cover'd there^ shot death through all the field. 

The words of my noble adversary are these : 
" But if we examine the general rules laid down 
for plays by strict reason, we shall find the errors 
equally gross; for the great foundation which is 
h^ to build upon, is nothing as it is generally 
stated, as will appear upon the examination of the 
particulars." 

These particulars in due time i^iall be examined. 
In the mean while, let us consider what this great 
foundation is, whidi he says is nothing, as it is ge> 
nerally stated. I never heard of any other fbun^ 
dation of Dramatic Poesy than the imitation of 
nature ; neither was there ever pretended any other 
by the ancients or moderns, or me, who encteavour 
to follow them in that rule. This I have plainly 
said in my definition of a play ; that it is a just and 
lively image of human nature, &c. Thus liie foun- 
dation, as it is generally stated, will stand sure, if 
this definition of a play be true ; if it benot,^ he 
ought to have made his exception against it, by 

E roving that a play is not an imitation of nature^ 
ut somewhat else, which he is pleased to think 
it. 

But 'tis very plain that he has mistaken the 
foundation for that whidi is built upon it, though 
not immediately : for the direct and immediate 
consequence is this ; if nature be to be imitated. 
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dien theve is ^ rule for imitating nature rightiy, 
otherwise there may be an end* and no means con- 
ducing to it. Hitnerto I have proceeded by de- 
monstration ; but as our divines, when they have 
proved a Deity, because there is order, and halve 
mferred that this Deity ought to be worshipped, 
difier afterwards in the manner of the worship ; so, 
havinff laid down, that nature is to be imitated, 
and that proposition proving the next, that then 
there are means whicn conduce to the imitating 
of nature, I da^e proceed no farther positively ; but 
have only laid down some opinions of the ancients 
and modems, and of my own, as means whic^ they 
used, and which I thought probable for the attain- 
ing of that end. Those means are the same which 
my antagonist calls the foundations, how pro|ierly 
the world may judge ; and to prove that tms is his 
meaning, he dears it innnediateiy to you, by enu- 
merating those rules or propositions against which 
he makes his particular exceptions; as, namely, 
those of time and place, in these words : ** First, we 
are told the plot should not be so ridiculously con- 
trived, as to crowd two several countries into one 
stage ; secondly, to cramp the accidents of many 
years or days into the representation of two hours 
and anhalf ; and, lastly, a condusion drawn, that the 
only remaining dispute is, oonceming time, whe- 
ther it should be contained in 4;welve or twenty- 
four hours ; and the place to be limited to that 
spot of ground where the play is supposed to be- 
gin : . and this is called nearest nature ; for that is 
conduded most natural which is most probable, 
and nearest to that whidi it presents." 

Thus he has only made a small mistake, of the 
means conducing to the end for the end itself, and 
of the superstructure for the foundation : But he 
proceeds : *^To shew therefore upon what ill grounds 
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tbejrdietnte Iaws for Dramatic Poesy,'' &tc. He b 
here pleased to charge me with being m^steriai^ 
as he has done in many other plaoea of his Frefaee i 
therefore, in vindication of mysdf» I must crave 
leave to say, that my wbok discourse was sceptiod^ 
aoc(Hxting to that way of reas<»i]ng which was used 
by Socrates^ Flatp, and all the academics of old, 
which TuUy and the best of the ancients followed^ 
and which is imitated by the modest itiquisitiiHia 
of the !Royal Society. That it is so, not only ihe 
name will shew, which is, An EMuy^ but the frame 
and composition of the work. You see it is a dta-> 
logue sustained by persons of several opinions, all 
of them left doubtful, to be determined by the rea- 
ders HI g^ieral ; and more particularly defiared to 
the aec^mte judgmait of my Lord Buc^hurst, to 
whom I made a dedication of my book. These are 
my words in my epistle, speaking of ihe peisoiis 
whom I introduced in my dialof^ue : ^^ 'Tis true 
they differed in their opinions, as 'tis probable they 
would ; ndther do I take upon me to reconcile, but 
to relate than, leaving your lordship to decide it in 
favour of that part which you shall judge most rea* 
sonable." And after that, in my advertisement to 
the reader, I said this : ^ The drift of the ensuing 
discoutse is chiefly to vindicate the honour of cmu 
En^sh writers from the censure of those who un^ 
justly prefer tilie Frendb before them. This I inti* 
mate, lest any should think me so exceeding vain, 
as to teach others an art, whidi they understand 
much better than myself." But this is more than 
necessary to dear my modesty in that point : and I 
am very confldcoit, that there is scarce any man who 
has lost so miuch time, as to read 'that triBe, but will 
be my compurgatw, as to that arrogance whereof 
I am accused. The truth is, if I had been naturally 
guilty of 60 much vanity as to dictate my opinions ; 
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yet I do not find that the diaracter of a positive or 
sdtf-oonedted person is of such advantage to any in 
this a^ that I shouH labour to be puUidy admit* 
ted of that order. 

But I am not now to defimd my own cause^ 
when that of all the ancients and modems^ is in 
question Fcnr this gentlanan^ who accuses me of 
anroganoe, has taken a course not to be taxed with 
die other extreme of modesty. Tiiose propositions, 
which are laid down in my discourse as hdps to 
the better imitation of nature, are not mine (as I 
have said,) nor were ever pretaided so to be, but 
derived fiom the authority of Aristotle and Horace, 
and from die rules and examples of Ben Jonscm 
and Coraeille. These are the m^i with whom pro- 
peily he contends, and against ** whom he will en- 
deavour to make it evident, that there is no audi 
Hang as what they all pretend.'* 

His argument against the unities of place and 
time is this : ^ That 'tis as impossiUe for <nie sti^ 
to present two rooms or houses truly, as two ooun«> 
tries or kingdoms : and as impossible that five hours 
or twenty-rour hours should be two hours, as that 
a thousand hours or years a^iould be less than what 
tiiey are, or the greatest part of time to becompre^ 
hended in die less : for dl of them being impossi^ 
Ue, they are none of them nearest the truth, or na- 
ture of what they present ; for impossibilities are 
all equal, and admit of no degree." 
. T^ argument is so scattered into parts, that it 
can scarce be united into a ayllogism ; yet, in obe- 
dience to him, / wiU abbremate, and comprehend 
as mudi of it as I can in few words, that my an«- 
swer to it may be more perspicuous. I conceive his 
meaning to be what f^ows, as to the unity of 
place : (if I mistake, I beg his pardon, prdfessing it 
is npt put o£ any design to play the Argumentative 
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JPoet.) If one stage cannot properly present ttvo 
rooms or houses, mudi less two countries cnr kii^- 
doms, then there can be no unity of place. But 
one stage cannot properly perform this ; therefore 
there can be no unity of {da^^e. 

I plainly deny his minor propositioii ; the fonoe 
of iiviiich^ if I mistake not, depends on this, that 
the stage being one place cannot be two. This 
indeed is as great a secret, as that we are all mor- 
tal ; but to requite it with another, I must crave 
leave to tell him, that though the stage cannot be 
two places, yet it may properly represent them sac^ 
cessively, or at several times. His armiment is in- 
deed no more than a mere £sJlacy, which will evi^ 
doitly appear when we distinguish place, as it re^ 
lates to plays, into real and imaginary. The real 
place is that theatre, or piece of ground, on which 
the play is acted. The imaginary, that house, town^ 
or country, where the action of the drama is jsup- 
posed to be, or, more plainly, where the scene of 
the play is laid. Let us now apply this to tliat 
Herculean argument, ^^ which, if strictly and duly 
weighed, is to make it evident, that there is no 
such tiling as what they all pretend." 'TIS impossi- 
ble, he says, for one stage to present two rooms or 
houses : I answer, 'tis neither imposidble, nor im- 
proper, for one real place to represent two or more 
imaginary places, so it be dime successively ; whicb^ 
in other words, is no more than this, that the ima- 
gination of the audience, aided by the words of the 
poet, and painted scenes, may suppose the stage to 
be sometimes one place, sometimes another ; now a 
garden, or wood, and immediately a camp : whidi 
I appeal to every man's imagination, if it be not 
true. Neither the ancients nor modems, as much 
fools as he is pleased to think them, ever asserted 
that they could make one place two; but they might 
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hope, by the good leave of this author, that the 
diange of a sceae might lead the imagination to 
suppose the plaoe altered : so that he cannot fasten 
those absurdities up<»i this scene of a play, or ima* 
ginary place of action, that it is one place, and yet 
two. And this being so clearly proved, that 'tis 
past any shew of a reasonable denial, it will not be 
hard to destroy that other part of his argument, 
which dqiends upon it, namely, that 'tis as impos^ 
sible for a stage to represent two rooms or houses; 
as two countries or Kingdoms : for his reason is 
already overthrown, which was, because both were 
alike impossible. This is manifestly otherwise ; for 
'tis proved that a stage may properly represent two 
rooms or houses ; for the imagination being judge 
<^ what is represented, will in reason be less choked 
with the appearance of two rooms in the same 
house, or two houses in the same city, than with 
two distant cities in the same country, or two re* 
mote countries in the same univa^e. Imagination 
in a man, or reasonable creature, is supposed to par* 
tidpate of reason, and when that governs, as it 
does in the belief of fiction, reason is not destroyed, 
but misled, or blinded ; that can prescribe to the 
reason, during the time of the representation, some- 
what Uke a weak belief of what it sees and hears ; 
and reason suffers itself to be so hood- winked, that 
it may better epjoy the pleasures of the fiction : 
But it is never so wholly made a captive, as to be 
drawn headlong into a persuasion of those things 
which are most remote fi'om probability : It is in 
that case a free-bom subject, not a slave ; it will 
contribute willingly its assent, as far as it sees con- 
yenient, but will not be forced. Now, there is a 
greater vicinity in nature betwixt two rooms, than 
betwixt two houses ; betwixt two houses, than be- 
twixt two cities ; and so of the rest : Reason^ there- 
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fore, can sooner be led, by imagination, to step 
from one room into another, than to walk to two 
distant houses, and yet rather to go thither, thimt 
to fly like a witch through the air, and be hurried 
from one region to another. Fancy and Reason go 
hand and hand ; the first cannot leave the last be- 
hind : And though Fancy, when it sees the wide 
gulph, would venture over, as tlie nimbiw, yet it is 
witn-held by Reason, which will refuse to take the 
leap, when the distance over it £q>pears too large^ 
If Ben Jonson himself will remove the scene from 
Rome intoTuscany in the same act, and from thence 
return to Rome, in the scene which immediately 
follows, reason will consider there is no proportimi- 
able allowance of time to perform the journey^ and, 
therefore^ will choose to stay at home. So, th^i; 
the less change of place there is, the less time is 
taken up in transpcnrting tiie persons of the drama, 
with analogy to reason ; and in that analogy, or 
resemblance of fiction to truth, consists the exoet- 
leiicy of theplay. 

For what else o(mcems the unity of ()lace, I have 
already giv^ my opinion of it in my Essay, that 
there is a latitude to be alk>wed to it, as several 
places in the same town or city, or places adjac^it 
to each other in the same country ; which may aU 
be <x>mprehended under the larger denominaticMl 
of one place ; yet with this restriction, that the 
nearer mid fewer those imaginary places are, the 
greater resemblance they wm have to troth ; and 
reason, whidi cannot make them one, will be more 
easily led to suppose them so. 

What has been said of tibe unity of ^ace, may 
eamly be applied to that of time. I grant it to be 
impossible, that the greater part of time should be 
comprehended in the less, that twenty-four hours 
^ould betax>wded into three : But there is na ne- 



Digitized by 



Googk 



OF DRAMATIC POESY. 285 

ceiSaitjr of that supposition ; for as fiue^^ so time 
relating to a play, is either ima^nary or real : The 
real is comprehended in those three hours^ more or 
less, in the space of which the play is represented ; 
the ima^nary is that which is supposed to be taken 
up in the representation, as twenty-four hours, more 
or less. Now, no man ever could suppose, that 
twenty-four real hours could be included in the 
Sfmce of three ; but where is the absurdity of affirm- 
ing, that the feigned business of twenty-four ima- 
ging hours, may not more naturally be represent- 
ed in the compass of three real hours, than the like 
feigned business (rf twenty-four years, in the same 
proportion of real time ? For the proportions are 
always real, and much nearer, by his permission, of 
twenty-four to three, than of four thousand to it. 

I am almost fearful of illustrating any thing by 
similitude, lest he should confute it for an argu- 
ment ; yet I think the comparison of a glass will 
discover very aptly the falkcy of his argument, 
both Clonc^frning time and place. The strength of 
his reason depends on this^ that the less cannot 
Comprehend the greater. I have already answered,, 
that we need not suppose it does ; I say not that 
the less cah comprehend the greater, but only, that 
it may represent it. As in a glass, or mirror, of 
hal£a-yard diameter, a whole room, and many per- 
sons in it, inay be seen at once ; not that it can 
comprehend that room, or those persons, but that 
it represents them to the sight. 

But the author of" The Duke of Lerma*' is to be 
excused for his declaring against the unity of time ; 
for, if I be not much mistaken, he is an interested 
person ; — ^the time of that play taking up so many 
years, as the favour of the Duke of Lerma conti- 
nued ; nay, the second and third act including all 
the time of his prosperity, which was a great part 

8 
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of the reign of Philip the Third : For in ihe begin- 
ning of the second act he was not jret a fevourit^ 
and, before the end of the third, was in disgrace. 1 
say not this with the least design of limiting th^ 
stage too servilely to twenty-four hours, however 
he be pleased to tax me with dogmatising on that 
point. In my Dialogue, as I before hinted, several 
persons maintained their several opinions : One of 
them, indeed, who supported the cause of the 
Frendi poesy, said how strict they were in that 
particular ; but he who answered, in behalf of our 
nation^ was willing to give more latitude to the 
rule, and cites the wwds of Comeille himself, com- 
plaining against the severity of it, and observing, 
what beauties it banished from the stage, p* 44. of 
my Essay. In few words, my own opinion is this,f 
(and I willingly submit it to my adversary, when 
he will please impartially to consider it,) that the 
imaginary time of every play ought to be contrived 
into as narrow a compass, as the nature of the plot^' 
the quality of the persons, and variety of aoddetita 
will allow. In comedy, I would not exceed tw«i- 
ty-four or thirty hours ; for the plot, accidents, and 
persons, of comedy are small, and may be naturally 
turned in a little compass : But in tragedy, the de- 
sign as weighty, and the persons great ; therefore, 
there will naturally be required a greater space of 
time in which to move them. And this^ though 
Ben Jonson has not told us, yet it is manifesUy 
his opinion : For you see that to his comedies he 
allows generally but twenty -four hours; to his 
two tragedies, " Sejanus," and *^ Catilinfe,** a much 
larger time, though he draws both of them into as 
narrow a compass as he can: For he shews. you 
only the latter end of Sejanus's £avour, and the con- 
'spiracy of Catiline already ripe, and just breaking 
out into action. 
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But as it 19 an error, on the one side, to make too 
great a ^sproportion betwixt the imt^inary thne of 
the play, and the real time of its jrepresentation ; so, 
on the other side, it is an oversight to compress^ the 
accidents of a play into a narrower compass than 
that m wMdi they could naturally be produced. 
Of this last error the French are seldom guilty, be- 
cause the thinness of their plots prevents them from 
it ; but few Englishmen, except Ben Jonson, have 
ever made a plot, with variety of design in it, in-> 
eluded in twenty-four hours, which was altogether 
natural. For this reason, I pref» the " Silent Wo- 
man" before all other plays, I think justly, as I do 
its author, in judgment, above all other poets. Yet, 
of the two, I think that error the most pardonable, 
which in too strait a compass crowds together many 
accidents, since it produces more variety, and, con- 
sequently, more pleasure to the audience ; and, be^ 
cause the nearness of proportion betwixt the imagi- 
nary and real thne, does speciously cover the com- 
pression of the accidents. 

Thus I have endeavoured to answer the meaning 
of his argument ; for, as he drew it, I humbly con- 
ceive that it was none, — as will appear by his pro- 
position, and the prodT of it.. His proposition was 
this: 

^ If strictly and duly weighed, it is as impossible 
for one stage to present two rooms, or houses, as 
two countries, or kingdoms," &c. And his proof 
this : *^ For all being unpossible, they are none of 
them nearest the truth or nature of what they pre- 
sent." 

Here you see, instead of proof or reason, there is 
€mly petitio prinetpH. For, in plain words, his sense 
is this : Two things are as impossible as one another, 
because they are both equally impossible : But he 
takes those two things to be granted as impossible^ ' 
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which he ought to have proved Buch, before he had 
proceeded to prove them equally impossiUe : He 
should have made out first, that it was impossible 
for one stage to represent two houses, and then 
have gone forward to prove, that it was as equally 
impossible for a stage to present two houses, as two 
countries. 

After all this, the very absurdity, to which he 
would reduce me, is none at all : For he only drives 
at this, that, if his argument be true, I must then 
acknowledge that there are degrees in impossibili- 
ties, which I easily grant him without dispute ; and, 
if I mistake not, Aristotle and the School are of my 
opinion. For there are some things which are ab- 
solutely impossible, and others which are only so 
ex parte; as it is absolutely ipipossdble for a thing 
to be^ and not to be Bt the same time : But for a 
stone to move naturally upward, is only impossi- 
ble ex parte materue; but it is not impossible for 
the first mover to alter the nature of it 

His last assault, like that of a Frenchman, is most 
feeble ; for whereas I have observed, that none have 
been violent against verse, but such only as have 
not attempted it, or have succeeded ill in their at- 
tempt, he will needs, according to his usual custom, 
improve my observation to an argument, that he 
might have the gloi^ to confute it. But I lay my 
observation at his feet, as I do my pen, whidi I 
have often employed willingly in his deserved com* 
mendations, and now most unwillingly against his 
judgment. For his person and parts, I honour them 
as much as any man living, and have had so many 
particular obligations to him, that I should be very 
ungrateful, if I did not acknowledge them to the 
world. But I gave not the first occasion of this 
difference in opinions. In my Epistle Dedicatory, 
before my "Rival Ladies," I had said somewhat in 
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behalf of verse, which he was pleased to answer in 
his Preface to his plays. That occasioned my reply 
in my Essay ; and that reply begot this rejoinder of 
his, in his Preface to " The Duke of Lerma." But 
as I was the last who took up arms, I will be the 
first to lay them down. For what I have here 
written, I submit it wholly to him ; and if I do not 
hereafter answer what may be objected against this 
paper, I hope the world will not impute it to any 
other reason, than only the due respect which I 
have for so noble an opponent. 
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THE INDIAN EMPEROR: 



TuK Indian Emperor is tbe first of Dr3rdeii's pla/s Whidi es^ 
hibited^ in a marked degree, the peculiarity of his style, and 
drew upon him the attention of the world. Without equalling 
the extravagancies of The Conquest of Granada, and The Royal 




lowing may 

few words, therefin*e, will not be here misplaced, on the nature 
of the kind of tragedies, in which, during the earli^ part of his 
literary career, our author delighted and excelled. 

The heroic, or rhyming, plays, were borrowed from the Trendb, 
to whose genius they are better suited than to the British. An 
analogy may be observed between all the different departments 
of the belles lettres ; and none seem more closely allied, than 
the pursuits of the dramatic writer, and those of the composer of 
romances or novels. Both deal in fictitious adventure ; both write 
for amusement; and address themselves nearly to the same class 
of admirers. Nay, although the pride of the dramatist may be 
offended by the assertion, it would seem, that the nature of his 
walk is often prescribed by the successful impression of a novel 
upon the pubfic mind. It we laugh over low adventures in a 
novel, we soon see low comedy upon the stage : If we are horror- 
struck with a tale of robbers and murder in our closet, the da|^* 
ger and the green carpet will not long remain unemployed m 
the theatre ; and if ghosts haunt our novels, they soon stalk 
amonffst our scenes. Under this persuasion, we have little donbt 
that the heroic tragedies were the legitimate offspring of the 
French Romances of Calprenede and Scuderi. Such as may 
deign to open these venerable and neglected tomes, will be soon 
convinced of their extreme resemblance to the heroic drama* A 
remarkable feature in both, is the ideal world which they form 
for themselves. Eveiy sentiment is lofty, splendid, and strikin|^ ; 
and no apology is acfmitted for any departure from the dignity 
of character, however natural or impressive. The beauty of the 
herQine, and the valour of the hero, must be alike resistless ; and 
the moving spring, through the whole action, is the overbearing 
passion of lave. Their language and manners are as peculiar to 
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themteives, at tbeir prowess and sutoeptibili^. The pastoral 
Arcadian does not differ more widely nrom an ordinary rustic, 
than ^ese lofty persons do from the princes and kings of this 
world. Neither is any circumstance of national character^ or 
manners, allowed Iw an apology for altering the established dia- 
racter, which must be invariably sustained by the persons of the 
heroic drama. The religion, ana the state of society of the coun- 
try where the scene is laid, may be occasionally alluded to as 
authority for varymg a procession, or introducing new dresses 
and decorations ; buty in all other respects, an Indian Inca, atti- 
red in feathers^ must hold the same oignity of deportment, and 
display the same powers of declamation, and ingenuity of ar^. 
ment, with a Roman emperor in his purple, or a feudal warrior 
in his armour ; for the rule and decorum of this species of com- 
position is too peremptory, to give way either to the current of 
numan passions, or to the usages of nations. Gibbon has remark* 
ed, that the kings of the Gepidae, and the Ostrogoths in Cor- 
ndlle's tragedy m Attila, are profound politicians, and sentimen- 
tal lovers ;<— a description which, with a varying portion of pride, 
courtesy, and heroism, will apply to almost all me characters in 
plays drawn upon this model. 

It is impossible to conceive any thing more different from the 
old English drama, than the heroic plays which were introduced 
by Charles 1 1. The former, in labouring to exhibit a variety and 
contrast of passions, tempers, or humours» frequently altogether 
neglected the dignity of the scene. In the heroical tragedy, on 
the other hand, nothing was to be indecorous, nothing grotesque : 
The personages were to speidc, not as men, but as heroes; to 
whom, as statuaries have assigned a superiority of stature, so 
these poets have given a uniform grandeur of feeling and of ex- 
pression. It may be thought, that this monotonous splendour of 
diction would mive palled upon an English audience, less plea- 
sed g«ierally with refinement, however elegant, than with bursts 
o£ passion, and flights of novelty. But Dryden felt his force in 
the line which he chose to pursue and recommend. The inde- 
scribable charms of his versification gratified the ear of the pub- 
lic, while their attention was engaged by the splendour of his 
images, and the matchless ingenuity of his arguments. It must 
also be admitted, that, by their totaJ neglect of the unities, our 
ancient dramatic authors shocked the fe^ings of the more leam- 
ed, and embarrassed the understanding of the less acute, among 
the spectators. We do not hold it treason to depart from the 
strict rules respecting time and place, inculcated by the ancients, 
and followed m the heroic plays. But it will surely be granted 
to us, that, where they can be observed, without the sacrifice of 
great beauties, or incurring such absurdities as Dennis has just- 
Ty charged upon Cato, the play will be proportionally more in- 
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tislligU»le on the stagef, and moi^e pleasing in the closet. And al- 
though we willingly censure the practice of driving argument, 
upon the stage, into metaphysicel refinement, and rendering the 
contest of contrasted passions a mere coiidbat in logiii, yet we 
must equally condemn those traigedies, in wfaidi the poet sketches 
out Ihe character with a few broken conrnunh-places, eatpresstve 
of lore, of rage, or of grief, and leaves the canvas to be filled op 
by the actor, according to his own taste, power, and inclinatioiu 
The Indian Emperor is an instance, what beautiful poetry mi^ 
be united to, we had almost said thrown aWay upon> the heroic 
drama. The very first scene exhibits much of Uiose beauties, and 
their attendant deformities. A modem audience would hardly 
have sat in patience to hear more than the first ^ctravagant and 
ludicrous supposition of Cortez : 

As if our old world modestly withdrew. 

And here, in private, had brought forth a new. 

But had they c<mdemned the piece for this uncommon case of 
parturition, they would have lost the beautiful and melodious 
verses, in which Cortez, and his followers, describe the advan- 
tages of the newly discovered world ; and they would have lost 
the still. mor^ exquisite account, which, immediately aAier, Guy- 
omar gives of the arrival of die Spanish fleet. Of the characters 
little /need be said ; they stalk on, in their own fairy lanc^ in 
the same uniform livery, and with little peculiarity of discrimi- 
nation. All the men, from Montezuma down to Pizarro, are 
brave warriors ; and only vary, in proportion to the mitigating 
qualities which the poet has infused into their military ardcnir. 
The women are all beautiful, and all deeply in love ; difiering 
from each other only, as the haughty or tender predominates in 
their passion. But the charm of the poetry, and the ingenuity 
of the dialogue, render it impossible to peruse, without pleasure, 
a drama, the faults of which may be imputed to its irtjructare» 
while its beauties are peculiar to Dryden. 

The plot of the Indian Emperor 'is certainly of our author's 
own composition ; since even the malignant assiduity of Lang- 
baine has been unable to point out any author from whom it is 
borrowed. The play was first acted in 1665, and received with 
great applause. 
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CONNECTION 

OF 

THE INI>IAN EMPEROR 

TO 

THE INDIAN QUEEN.* 



The conclusion of The Indian Queen (part of 
which poem was wrote by me) left little matter for 
another story to be built on, there remaining ^but 
two of th^ considerable characters alive, viz. Mon- 
tezuma and Orazia. Thereupon the author of this 
thought it necessary to produce new persons from 
the old ones ; and considering the late Indian 
Queen, before she loved Montezuma, lived in clan- 
destine marriage with her general Traxalla, from 
those two he has raised a son and two daughters, 
supposed to be left young orphans at their death. 
On the other side, he has given to Montezuma and 
Orazia, two sons and sl daughter ; all now suppo- 
sed to be grown up to mens' and womens' estate ; 
and their mother, Orazia, (for whom there was no 
further use in the story,) lately dead. 



♦ This argument wa« printed, and dispersed amongst the au- 
dience upon the first night of representation. Hence Bayes is 
made to say, in Tlie Rehearsal, that he had printed many reams, 
to instil into the audience some conception of his plot. 
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So that you are to imagine about twenty years 
elapsed since the coronation of Montezuma ; who, 
in the truth of the history, was a great and glori- 
ous prince ; and in whose time happened the dis- 
covery and invasion of Mexico, by the Spaniards, 
under the conduct of Hernando Cortez, who, join- 
ing ^ith the Traxallan Indians, the inveterate ene- 
mies of Montezuma, wholly subverted thut flou- 
rishing empire ; — ^the conquest of which is the sub- 
ject of this dramatic poem. 

I have neither wholly followed the story, nor va- 
ried from it ; and, as near as I could, have traced 
the native simplicity and ignorance of the Indians, 
in relation to European customs ; — the shipping, 
armour, horses, swords, and guns of the Spaniards, 
being as new to them, as their habits and tiieir Ian- 
guage were to the Christians. 

The difference of their religion from ours, I liave 
taken from the story itself; and that which you 
find of it in the first and fifth acts, touching the 
sufferings and constancy of Montezuma in his opi- 
nions, I have only illustrated, not altered, from 
those who have written of it. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Almiffhty critics ! whom our Indians here 
Warship, just as they do the devil— for fear ; 
In reverence to your power, I eome this dayi 
To give you timely warning of our pky. 
The scenes are old, the habits are the same 
We wore last year before the Spaniards came.* 
Now, if you stay, the blood, that shall be shed 
From this poor play, be all upon your head. 
We neither promise you one dance, or show ; 
Then plot, and language, they are wanting too : 
6ut you, kind wits, wm thos6 light faults excuse. 
Those are the common frailties of the muse ; 
Which, who observes, he buys his place too dear ; 
For 'tis your business to be cozened here. 
These wretched spies of wit must then confess, 
Th^ take more pains to please themselves the less* 
Grant us such judges, Phoebus, we request. 
As still mistake themselves into a jest ; 
Such easy judges, that our poet may 
Himself aamire the fortune of his play ; 
And, arrogantly, as his fellows do. 
Think he writes well, because he pleases you. 
This he conceives not hard to bring about, 
If all of you would join to help him out ; . 
Would each man take but what he understands. 
And leave the rest upon the poet's hands. 



* Alluding to The Inditn Queen, in which the scene is laid before the arriTal 
of the Spaniwds in America, and which was acted in 1664, as this was in 1665 
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DRAMATIS PEBSONiE. 



INDIAN MEN. 

Montezuma, Emperor qf Meowo. 
Odmab, his eldest son. 
GuYOMAR, his younger soffi. 
Orbellan, son of the hie Indian Queen hy 

Tkaxalla. 
High Priest of the Sun. 

WOMEN. 

Cydaeia, Montezuma's davghter. 
Almeeia, 1 Sisters ; and daughters to the late 
ALIBECH5 ) Indian Queen. 

SPANIARDS. 

CoRTEZ, the Spanish General. > 
Ptz^ro i ^^^^^'^^'^^^^^ under him. 



SCENE — Mexico^ and two leagues aboiU it. 
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THE 



INDIAN EMPEROR 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— ^ pleasant Indian country. 

Enter Cortez, Vasquez, PizaUko, mth Spa- 
niards and Indians of their party. 

Cort On what new happy climate are we thrown. 
So long kept secret, and so lately known ; 
As if our old world modestly withdrew. 
And here in private had brought forth a new ? 

Va^q. Corn, oil, and wine, are wanting to this 
ground, 
In which our countries fruitfully abound ; 
As if this infant world, yet unarray'd. 
Naked and bare in Nature's lap were laid. 
No useful arts have yet found footing here. 
But all untaught and savage does appear. 

Cort. Wild and untaught are terms which we 
alone 
Invent, for fashions differing from our own ; 
For all their customs are by nature wrought, 
But we^ by art, unteach what nature taught. 
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Pk. In Spain, our springs, like old mai's diil* 
dren, be 
Decayed and withered from their infancy : 
No kindly showers fall on our barren earth, 
To hatch the season in a timely birth : 
Our summer such a russet livery wears, 
*As in a. garment often dyed appears. 

Cort. Here nature spreads her fruitful sweetness 
round, 
Breathes in the air, and broods upon the ground : 
Here days and nights the only seasons be ; 
The sun no climate does so gladly see. 
When forced from hence, to view our parts, he 

' mourns ; 
Takes little joumies, and makes quick returns. 

F^asq. Methinks, we walkin dreamsonFairy-land, 
Where golden oxe lies mixt with common sand ; 
Each downfal of a flood, the mountains pour 
From their rich bowels, rolls a silver shower. 

Cort. Heaven from all ages lyisely did provide 
This wealth, and for the bravest nation hide, 
Who, with four hundred foot and forty horse. 
Dare boldly go a new-found world to force. 

Piz. Our men, though valiant, we should find 
too few. 
But Indians join the Indians to subdue ; 
Taxallan, shook by Montezuma's powers. 
Has, to resist his forces, called in ours. 

Vasq. Rashly to arm against so great a king, 
I hold not safe ; nor is it just to bring 
A war, without a fair defiance made. 

Piz. Declare we first our quarrel ; thpn invade. 

Cort. Myself, my king's ambassador, will go ; 
Speak, Indian guide, how far to Mexico ? 

Ind. Your eyes can scarce so far a prospect make. 
As to discern the dty on the lake ; . 
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MtA that imosd causeway will direct your way, 
And y#fi may reach the town by noon of day. 
Cort. Command a party of our Indians out, 
^Vith a strict charge, not to engage, but scout. 
By noble ways we conquest will prepare ; 
First, offer peace, and, that refused, make war. 

\^Eaeunt. 

SCENE II.— A Temple. 

The High Priest, tcith other Priests. To them an 
Indian. 

Ind. Haste, holy priest, it is the king's command. 

High Pr. When sets he forward ? 

Ind. He is near at hand. 

H^h Pr. The incense is upon the altar placed, 
The bloody sacrifice already past ; ' 
Five hundred captives saw the rising sun, 
Who lost their light, ere half his race was run. 
That which remains we here must celebrate ; 
Where, far from noise, without the city gate, * 
The peaceful power that governs love repairs, 
To feast upon soft vows and silent prayers. 
We for his royal presence only stay. 
To end the rites of this so solemn day. [^Exit Ind. 

Enter Montezuma ; his eldest son, Odmae ; his 
daughter, Cydabia ; Almeria, Alibech, Or- 
BELLAN, and Train. They place themselves. 

High Pr. On your birthday, while we sing 
To our Gods and to our King, 
Her, among this beauteous quire, 
Whose perfections you admire, 
Her, who fairest does appear. 
Crown her Queen erf all the year, • 
Of the year and of the day, 
And at her feet your garland lay. 
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Odm. My father this way does his looks direct ; 
Heaven grant, he give it not where I suspect ! 
[Montezuma rises, goes abmit tiie Ldtdies, and 
at length stays at Almebia, and iowsi'. 
Mont. Since my Orazia's death, I have not seen 
A beauty, so deserving to be Queen, 
As fair Almeria. 
Aim. Sure he will not know 

\_To her hrailier and sister, aside. 
My birth I to that injured princess owe. 
Whom his hard heart not only love denied. 
But in her sufferings took unmanly pride. 

Alib. Since Montezuma will his choice renew. 
In dead Orazia's room electing you, 
'Twill please our mother's ghost that you succeed 
To all the glories of her rival's bed. 

Aim. If news be carried to the shades below. 
The Indian Queen will be more pleased; to know. 
That I his scorns oa him, who scom'd her, pay. 
Orb. Would you could right her some more 
noble way ! 
[She turns to him, who is kneeling all this "while. 
Mont. Madam, this posture is for heaven designed, 

[Kneelifig, 
And what moves heaven I hope may make you 
kind. 
Aim. Heaven may be kind; the gods uninjured 
live. 
And crimes below cost little to forgive. 
By thee, inhuman, both my parents died ; 
One by thy sword, the other by thy pride. 

Mont. My haughty mind no fate could ever bow. 
Yet I must stoop to one, who scorns me now. 
Is there no pity to my sufferings due ? 

Aim. Asmuch as what my mother foundfrom you . 
- Mont. Your another's wrongs a recompence shall 

meet ; 
I lay my sceptre at her daughter's feet. 
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-4/«».;He, who does ito*v my least coiDinands obey. 
Would call me queen, and take my power away. 

Odm. Can he hear this, and not his fetters break? 
Is love so powerful, or his soul so weak? 
I'll fright her from it — Madam, though you see 
The king is kind, I hope your modesty 
Will know, what distance to the crown is due. 

Aim. Distance and modesty prescribed by you ! 

Odm. Almena dares not think such thoughts as 
these. 

Aim. She dares both think and act what thoughts 
she please. 
'T4s much bek)W me on his throne to sit ; 
But when I do, you shall petition it. 

Odm. If, sir, Almeria does your bed partake, 
I mourn for my forgotten mother's sake. 

Mont. When parents' loves are ordered by a son. 
Let streams prescribe their fountains where to run. 

Odm. In all I urge, I keep my duty still. 
Not rule your reason, but instruct your will. 

Mont Small use of reason in that prinoe is shown. 
Who follows other's, and neglects his own. 

[Almeria to Orbellan and Alibeoh, who 
are this while whispering to her. 

Aim. No, he shall ever love, and always be 
The subject of my scorn and cruelty. 

Orb. To prove the lasting torment of his life. 
You must not be his mistress, but his wife. 
Few know what care an husband's peace destroys. 
His real griefs, and his dissembled joys. 

Aim. What mark of pleasing vengeance could 
J)e shown. 
If I, to break his quiet, lose my own ? 

Orb. A brother's life upon your love mlies, 
Since I do homage to Cydaria's eyes : 
How can her fiither to my hopes be kind. 
If in your heart he no example find ? 
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JSm. To save your life 111 suffer any thing. 
Yet III not flatter this tempestuous king ; 
But work his stubborn soul a nobler way. 
And, if he love, I'll force him to obey. — 
I take this garland, not as given by you, 

[ibMoNT. 
But as my merit and my beauty's^ due. 
As for the crown, that you, my slave, possess. 
To share it with you would but inake me less. 

Enter Guyomar hastily. 

Odm. My brother Guyomar ! methinks I spy 
Haste in his steps, and wonder in his eye. 

Mont. I sent thee to the frontiers ; quickly t^ 
The cause of thy return ; ate all things well ? 

Guy. I went, in order, sir, to your command. 
To vietf the utmost limits of the land : 
To that sea -shore where no more world is found. 
But foaming billows breaking on the ground ; 
Where, for a while, my eyes no object met. 
But distant skies, that in the ocean set ; 
And low-faung clouds, that dipt themselves in rain. 
To shake their fleeces on the earth again. 
At last, as far as I could cast my eyes 
Upon the sea, somewhat, methought, did rise, 
Like blueish mists, which, still appearing more. 
Took dreadful shapes, and moved towards the shore. 

Mont. What forms did these new wonders re- 
present ? 

Gruy. More strange than what your wonder can 
invent. 
The object, I could first distinctly view. 
Was tall straight trees, which on the waters flew ; 
Wings on their sides, instead of leaves, did grow. 
Which gatheredall thebreath the winds could blow : 
And at their roots grew floating palaces. 
Whose outblowed bellies cut the yielding seas. 

1 
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McnL What divine monsters, O ye Gods, were 
these, 
That €oat in air, and fly upon the seas ! — 
Came they alive, or dead, upon the shore ? 

Guy. Alas, they lived too sure; I heard them roar. 
All tum*d their sides, and to each other spoke ; 
I saw their words break out in fire and smoke. 
Sure 'tis their voice, thiit thunders from on high. 
Or these the younger brothers of the sky. 
Deaf with the noise, I took my hasty flight ; 
No mortal courage can support the fright. 

High Pr. Old prophecies foretel our fall at hand. 
When bearded men in floating castles land. 
I fear it is of dire portent. 

Mont Go see 
What it foreshows, and what the God» decree. 
Meantime proceed we to what rites remain. — 
Odmar, of all this presence does contain. 
Give her your wreath, whom you esteem most fair. 

Odm. Above the rest I judge one beauty rare. 
And may that beauty prove as kind to me, 

[He gives Alibech the wreath. 
As I am sure fair Alibech is she. 

Mont. You, Guyomar, must next perform your 
part. 

Guy. I want a garland, but I'll give a heart. 
My brother's pardon I must first implore. 
Since I with him fair Alibech adore. 

Odm. That all should Alibech adore, 'tis true ; 
But some respect is to my birthright due. 
My claim to her by eldership I prove. 

Guy. Age is a plea in empire, not in love. 

OSn. I long have staid for this solemnity. 
To make my passion public. 

6tiy. So have I. 

Odm. Butfrom her birth my soul has been her slave; 
My heart received the first wounds which she gave* 
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I watch'd the early ^ories of her ^es,^ 

As men for daybreak watch the eastern skies. 

Guy. It seems my soul then moved the quicker 
pace; 
Yours first set out, mine reach'd her in the rate. 

M(mt. Odmar, your choice I cannot disapprove ; 
Nor justly, Guyomar> can blame yoiur love. 
To Alibech alone refer your suit, 
And let her sentence finish your dispute. 

Alib. You think me, sir, a mistress quickly won. 
So soon to finish what is scarce begun. 
In this surprise should I a judgmait tnake, 
'Tis answering riddles ere I'm well awake. 
If you oblige me suddenly to ehuse. 
The choice is made, for I must botli refuse. 
For to myself I owe this due regwd, ^ 
Not to make love my gift, but my reward. 
Time best will show, whose servioes will last. 

Odm. Then judge my future service by my past. 
What I shall be, by what I was, you know. 
That love took deepest root, which first did grow. 

Guy. That love, whidi first was set, will first de- 
cay ; 
Mine, of a fi'^sher date, will longer stay. 

Odm. Still you forget my birth. 
. Gny. But you, I see. 
Take care still to refredi my memory. 
- Mont. My sons, let your unseemly dificord cease ; 
If not in friendship, live at least in peace.— 
Orbellin, where you love, bestow your wreath. 

Orh. Myloveldare ncrf;,even in simpers, Iweathe. 

Mont. A virtuous love may venture any thing. 

Orh. Not to attempt the daughter o£vtky king. 

Mont Whither is all my former ftiry gone ? 
Once more I have Traxalla's chains put on. 
And by his diildren am in triumph 1^. 
Too well the living have revenged the dead ! 
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Aim. You think my brother bom your enemy ; 
He's of Traxalla's blood, and so am I. 

Mont In vain I strive. 
My lion-heart is with love's toils beset ; 
Struggling I fall still deeper in the net. 
Cydaria, your new lover's garland take. 
And use him kindly for your father's sake. 

Cyd. So strong an hatred does my nature sway, 
That, spite of duty, I must disobey. 
Besides, you warn'd me still of loving two ; 
Can I love him, already loving you ? 

Enter a Guard hastily. 

Mont You look amazed, as if some sudden fear 
Had seized your hearts ; is any danger near ? 

1 Guard. Behind the covert, where this temple 

stands. 
Thick as the shades, there issue swarming bands 
Of ambush'd men, whom, by their arms and dress. 
To be Taxallan enemies I guess. 

2 Guard. The temple, sir, is almost compass'd 

round. 
Mont. Some speedy way for passage must be 
found. 
Make to the city by the postern gate, 
I'll either force my victory, or fate ; 
A glorious death m arms I'll rather prove. 
Than stay to perish tamely by my love. \Exeunt 

An alarm within. Enter Montezuma, Odmar, 
GuYOMAR, Alibech, Orbellan, Cydaria, 
Almeria, as pursued by Taxallans. 

Mont No succour from the town ? 
Odm. None, none is nigh. 
Guy. We are inclosed, and must resolve to die. 
Mont Fight for revenge, now hope of life is past ; 
But one stroke more, and that will be my last. 

VOL. II. u 
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Enter Cortez, Vasquez, Pizarro, to the Tax^ 
allans. Cortez stays them^jtistjfidling an. 

Cort Contemn'd ? my orders broke even in my 
sight ? 
Did I not strictly charge, you should not fight ? 

[jTo his Indians. 
Ind. Your choler, general, does unjustly rise. 
To see your friends pursue your enemies. 
The greatest and most cruel foes we have. 
Are these, whom you would ignorantly save. 
By ambush'd men, behind their temple laid. 
We have the King of Mexico betray'd. 

Cort. Where, iSnish'd Virtue, wilt thou shew 
thy face. 
If treachery infects thy Indian race? — 
Dismiss your rage, and lay your weapons by ; 
Ejiow I protect them, and they shall not die. 
Ind. O wondrous mercy, shewn to foes distrest ! 
Cort. Call them not so, when once with odds 
opprest ; 
Nor are they foes my clemency defends. 
Until they have refiised the name of friends. 
Draw up our Spaniards by themselves, then fire 
Our guns on all, who do not strait retire. [To Vasq., 
J»rf. O mercy, mercy ! at thy feet we fall, 

\^Indians kneeling. 
Before thy roaring Gods destroy us all. 
See, we retreat without the least reply ; 
Keep thy Gods silent ! if they speak we die. 

[2%e Taxallans retire. 
Mont. The fierce Taxallans lay thdr weapons 
down. 
Some miracle in our relief is shewn. 

Guy. These bearded men in shape and colour be 
Like those I saw come floating on the sea. 

[Mont, kneels to Cort. 
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Mont Patron of Mexico, and God of wars. 
Son of the sun, and brother of the stars 

Cort Great monarch, your devotion you mis- 
place. 

Mont Thy actions shew thee bom of heavenly 
race. 
If then thou art that cruel God, whose eyes 
I>elight in blood, and human sacrifice. 
Thy dreadful altars I with slaves will store. 
And feed thy nostrils with hot reeking gore ; 
Or if that mild and gentle God thou be. 
Who dost mankind below with pity see. 
With breath of incense I will glad thy heart ; 
But if, like us, of mortal seed thou art. 
Presents of choicest fowls, and finiits 111 bring. 
And in my realms thou shalt be more than king. 

Cort Monarch of empires, and deserving more 
Than the sun sees upon your western shore ; 
Like you a man, and hither led by feme. 
Not by constraint, but by my choice, I came ; 
Ambassador of peace, if peace you chuse. 
Or herald'of a war, if you refuse. 

Mo/nt Whence, or from whom, dost thou these 
offers bring ? 

Cort From Charles the Fifth, the world's most 
potent king. 

Mont Some petty prince, and one of little fame. 
For to this hour I never heard his name. 
The two great empires of the world I know. 
That of Peru, and this of Mexico ; 
And since the earth none larger does afford. 
This Charles is some poor tributary lord. 

Cwrt You speak of that small part of earth jrou 
know ; 
But betwixt us and you wide oceans flow, 
And wat'ry deserts of so vast extent, 
That passing hither four full moons we spent. 
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M(mt. But say, what news, what offers dost thou 
bring 
From so remote, and so unknown a king ? 

[ While V ASQUEZ speaks^ Cortez spies the ladies 
and goes to them, entertaining Cydaria with 
courtship in dumb shew. 

Vasq. Spain's mighty monarch, to whom heaven 
thinks fit. 
That all the nations of the earth submit^ 
In gracious clemency, does condescend 
On these conditions to become your friend : 
First, that of him you shall your sceptre hold ; 
Next, you present him with your useless gold ; 
Last, that you leave those idols you implore. 
And one true deity with him adore. 

Mont You speak your prince a mighty emperor, 
But bis demands have spoke him proud and poor ; 
He proudly at my free-born sceptre flies. 
Yet poorly begs a metal I despise. 
Gold thou may'st take, whatever thou canst find, 
Save what for sacred uses is designed. 
But, by what right pretends your king to be 
The sovereign lord of all the world and me ? 

Pi%. The sovereign priest 

Who represents on earth the power of heaven. 
Has this your empire to our monarch given. 

Mont 111 does he represent the powers above. 
Who nourishes debate, not preaches love. 
Besides, what greater folly can be shown ? 
He gives another what is not his own. 

Va^q. His power must needs unquestioned be 
below. 
For he in heaven an empire can bestow. 

Mont. Empires in heaven he with more ease may 
give. 
And you, perhaps, would with less thanks receive ; 
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But heaven has need of no such vioeroy hefe. 
Itself bestows the crowns that monarohs wear. 

Piz. You wrong his power, as you mistake our 
end. 
Who came thus far religion to extend. 

Mont. He, who religion truly understands. 
Knows its extent must be in men, not lands. 

Odm. But who are those that truth must propa- 
gate 
Within the confines of my father's state ? 

Vasq. Religious men, who hither must be sent 
As awful guides of heavenly government ; 
To teach you penance, fasts, and abstinence. 
To punish bodies for the soul's offence. 

Mont. Cheaply you sin, and punish crimes with 
ease. 
Not as the o£fended, but the offenders please ; 
First injure heaven, and, when its Wtath is tJue, 
Yourselves prescribe it how to punish you. 

Odm. What numbers of these holy men must 
come? 

Pk. You shall not want, each village shall have 
some; 
Who, though the royal dignity they own. 
Are equal to it, and depend on none. 

Guy. Depend on none ! you treat them sure in 
state. 
For 'tis their plenty does their pride create. 

Mont. Those ghostly kings would parcel out my 
power. 
And all the fatness of my land devour. 
That monarch sits not safely on his throne. 
Who bears, within, a power that shocks his own. 
They teach obedience to imperial sway. 
But think it sin if they themselves obey. 

Vasq. It seems, then, our religion you accuse. 
And peaceful homage to our king refuse. 
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Mont. Yaur Gods I dight not, but wUl keep my 
own; 
My crown is absolute, and hdlds of none. 
I cannot in a base subjection live, 
Nor suffer you to take, though I would give. 

Cart Is ttm your answer, sir ? 

Mont. I This, as a prince. 

Bound to my people's and my crown's defence, 
I must return ; but, as a man, by you 
Redeem'd from death, all gratitude is due. 

Cart. It was an act my honour bound me to. 
But what I did, were I again to do, 
I could not do it on my honour's score. 
For love would now oblige me to do more. 
Is no way left that we may yet a^ee ? 
Must I have war, yet have no «nemy ? 

Fasq. He has refused all terms of peace to take. 

Mont. Since we must fight, hear, heavens, what 
prayers I make 1 
First, to preserve this ancient istate and me. 
But if your doom the fall of both decree. 
Grant only he, who has such h<xiour shown. 
When I am dust, may fill my empty throne ! 

Cart To make me happier than that wish can 
do. 
Lies not in all your Gods to grant, but you ; 
Let this fair princess but one minute stay, 
A look firom her will your obligements pay. 

lExeunt Montezuma, Odmak, Guyomar, Or- 
BELLAN, Almeria, and Alibech. 

Mont, to Cyd. Your duty in your quick return 

be shewn. 

Stay you, and wait my daughter to the town. 

\^To hie guards. 
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[CydaHia is going, but turns and looks hach upon 
CoRTEZ, who is looking on her all this whue. 

Cyd. My father's gone, and yet I cannot go ; 
Sure I have something lost or left behind ! ^side. 

Cort Like travellers who wander in the snow, 
I on her beauty ga£e till I am blind. \Amde. 

Cyd. Thick breath, quidk puke, and heaving of 
my heart. 
All signs of some unwonted change appear. 

I find myself unwilling to depart. 
And yet I know not why I would be here. 

Stranger, you raise such torments in my breast. 
That when I go, (if I must go again) 

ril tell my father you have robb'd my rest. 
And to him of your injuries complain. 

C(yrt. Unknown, I swear, those wrongs were 
which I wrought. 
But my complaints will much more just appear. 

Who from another world my freedom brought. 
And to your conquering eyes have lost it here. 

Cyd. Where is that other world, from whence you 
came? 

Cwi. Beyond the ocean, far from hence it lies. 

Cyd. Your other world, I fear, is then the same, 
That souls must go to when the body dies. 

But what's the cause that keeps you here with me, 
That I may know what keeps me here with you ? 

Cort Mine is a love which must perpetusd be. 
If you can be so just as I am true. 

Enter Obbellan. 

Orb. Your father wonders much at your delay. 
Cyd. So great a wonder for so small a stay ! 
Orb. He has commanded you with me to go. 
Cyd. Has he not sent to bring the stranger too? 
Orb. If he to-morrow* dares in fight appear. 
His high-placed love perhaps may cost him deaR/| 



Digitize! 



312 THE INDIAN EMPEROR. ACT II. 

Cort. Dares? — that word was never spoke to 
Spaniard yet. 
But forfeited his life, who gave him it ; 
Haste quickly with thy pledge of safety henee^ 
Thy guilt's protected by her innocence. 

Cyd. Sure in some fatal hour my love was bom. 
So soon o'ercast with absence in the mom ! 

Cort. Turn hence those pointed glories of your 
eyes; 
For if more charms beneath those circles rise. 
So weak my virtue, thev so strong appear, 
I shall turn ravisher to keep you here. 

ACT II. 

SCENE 1.-2%^ Magician's Cave. 

Enter Montezuma, and High-Priest. 

M(mt. Not that I fear the utmost fate can do, 
Come I the event of doubtful war to know ; 
For life and death are things indifferent. 
Each to be chose as either brings content. 
My motive from a nobler cause does spring. 
Love rules my heart, and is your monarch's king; 
I more desire to know Almeria*s mind. 
Than all that heaven has for my state designed. 

High Pr. By powerful charms, which nothing 
can withstand^ 
I'll force the Gods to tell what you demand. 

CHABM. 

Thou moon, that aid'st us with thy magic might, 
And ye small stars, the scatter'd seeds of light. 
Dart your pale beams into this gloomy place, 
That the sad powers of the infernal race 
May read above what's hid from human eyes. 
And in your walks see empires fall>and rise. 
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And ye, immortal souls, who once were men, 
And now, resolved to elements again, 
Who wait for mortal frames in depths below. 
And did before what we are doom'd to do ; 
Once, twice, and thrice, I wave my sacred wand : 
Ascend, ascend, ascend at my command ! 

\An earthy Spirit rises. 
Spir. In vain, O mortal men ! your prayers im- 
plore 
The aid of powers below, which want it more. 
A God more strong, who all the Gods commands. 
Drives us to exile from our native lands ; 
The air swarms thick with wandering deities. 
Which drowsily, like humming beetles, rise 
From our loved earth, where peacefully we slept. 
And, far from heaven, a long possession kept. 
The frighted satyrs, that in woods delight. 
Now into plains with prick'd-up ears take flight ; 
And scudding thence, while they their horn-feet 

About their sires the little silvans cry. 

A nation loving gold must rule this place. 

Our temples ruin, and our rites deface. 

To them, O king ! is thy lost sceptre given. 

Now mourn thy fatal search, for since wise heaven 

More ill than good to mortals does dispense. 

It is not safe to have too quick a sense. \JDescends, 

Mont. Mourn they, who think repining can re- 
move 
The firm decrees of those, who rule above ; 
The brave are safe within, who still dare die. 
Whene'er I fall, I'll scorn my destiny. 
Doom as they please my empire not to stand, 
I'll grasp my sceptre with my dying hand. 

High Pr. Those earthy spirits black and envious 
are; 
I'll call up other Gods of form more fair. 
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Who ykions dress in pleasing colour stilly 
Set all the good to shew, and hide the ill.*— 
Kalib, ascend, tny fair-spoke servant rise, 
And sootji my heart with pleasing prophecies. 

Kalib ascends all in white, in shape of a woman, 
and sings. 

Kal. / locAed and saw within the hoick qfjixte^ 

Where many days did lour^ 

WheUy lo ! one happy hokr 
Leapt wpf and smiled to save thy sinking state : 

A day shall come when in thy power 

Thy cruel Joes shall he ; 

Then shall thy land he free ^ 

And thou in peace shaU reign. 
But take J O take that oppwtunity^ 
Which, once refused, will never come again. 

[Desc^ids. 
Mont. I shall deserve my fate, if I retuse 
That happy hour which heaven allots to use. 
But of my crown thou too much care dost take; 
That which I value more, my love's at stdce^ 

High Pr. Arise, ye subtle spirits, that can spy. 
When love is entered in a female's eye ; 
You, that can read it in the midst of doubt. 
And in the midst of frowns can find it out; 
You, that can search those many comer'd minds. 
Where women's crooked fancy turns and winds; 
You, that can love explore, and truth impart. 
Where both lie deepest hid in woman's heart. 
Aris e 

[The ghosts o/'Traxalia and Ac acis arise ; they 
stand stilly and point at Montezuma. 

High Pr, I did not for these ghastly visdons 
send ; 
Their sudden coming does some ill portend. 
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Begone, — ^begone ! — ^They wUl not disappear ! 
My soul is seized with an unusual fear. 

Mont. Point on, point on, and see whom you can 
fright. — 
Shame and confusion ^eize these shades of night !-^ 
Ye thin and empty forms, am I your sport ? 

[T%ey smile. 

If you were flesh 

You know you durst not use me in this sort. 

\jrhe ghost of the Indian Queen rises hetwixt the 
ghosts, with a dagger in her breast. 

Mont. Ha! 
I feel ray hair grow stiff, my eye-balls roll ! 
This is the only form could shaJce my soul. 

Ghost. The hopes of thy successful love resign ; 
Know, Montezuma, thou art only mine ; 
For those, who here on earth their passion show 
By death for love, receive their right below. 
Why dost thou then delay my longing arms ? 
Have cares, and age, and mortal li^ such charms ? 
The moon grows sidkly at the sight <rf day. 
And early cocks have summoned me away. 
Yet ril appoint a meeting-place below. 
For there fierce winds o'er dusky vallies blow. 
Whose every puff bears empty shades away. 
Which guideless in those dark dominions stray. 
Just at the entrance of the fields below. 
Thou shalt behold a tall black poplar grow ; 
Safe in its hollow trunk I will attend. 
And seize thy spirit when thou dost descend. 

[Descends. 

Mont. I'll seize thee there, thou messenger of 

fate. 

Would my short life had yet a shorter date ! 
I'm weary of this flesh which holds us here. 
And dastards manly souls with hope and fear ; 

8 



Digitized by 



Googk 



316 THE INDIAN EMPEROR. ACT 11. 

These heats and colds still in our breast make war, 
Agues and fevers all our passions are. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Cydaria and Alibech, hetwixt the two armies. 

AUb. Blessings will crown your name, if you pre- 
vent 
That blood, which in this battle will be spent ; 
Nor need you fear so just a suit to move, 
Which both becomes your duty and your love. 
Cyd. But think you he will come ? their camp is 
near. 
And he already knows I wait him here. 

AUb. You are too young your power to under- 
stand. 
Lovers take wing upon the least command ; 
Already he is here. 

Enter Cortez and Vasquez to them. 

Cort. Methinks, like two black storms on either 
hand. 
Our Spanish army and your Indians stand; 
This only space betwixt the cloiids is clear. 
Where you, like day, broke loose from both appear. 
Cyd Those closing skies might still continue 
bright. 
But who can help it, if you'll make it night ? 
The Gods have given you power of life and death, 
Like them to save, or ruin with a breath. 

Cort. That power they to your father did dis- 
pose; 
'Twas in his choice to make us friends or foes. 
Alib. Injurious strength would rapine still ex- 
cuse. 
By oflfering terms the weaker must refuse ; 
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And such as these your hard cx>nditions are, 
You threaten peace, and you invite a war. 

Cart If for myself to conquer here I came, 
You might perhaps my actions justly blame. 
Now I am sent, and am not to dispute 
My prince's orders, but to execute. 

Alib. He who his prince so blindly does obey. 
To keep his faith his virtue throws away. 

Cort Monarchs may err ; but should each private 
breast 
Judge their ill acts, they would dispute their best. 

Cyd. Then all your care is for your prince, I see ; 
Your truth to him outweighs your love to me. 
You may so cruel to deny me prove. 
But never after that pretend to love. 

CorL Command my life, and I will soon obey ; 
To save my honour I my blood will pay. 

Cyd. What is this honour which does love con- 
troul ? 

Cart A raging fit of virtue in the soul ; 
A painful burden which great minds must bear. 
Obtained with danger, and possest with fear. 

Cyd. Lay down that burden if it painful grow ; 
You'll find, without it, love will lighter go. 

Cart Honour, once lost, is never to be found. 

Alih. Perhaps he looks to have both passions 
crown'd ; 
First dye his honour in a purple flood. 
Then court the daughter in the father's blood. 

Cart The edge of war I'll from the battle take. 
And spare her father's subjects for her sake. 

Cyd. 1 cannot love you less when I'm refused. 
But I can die to be unkindly used ; 
Where shall a maid's distracted heart find rest. 
If she can miss it in her lover's breast ? 

Cort I till to-morrow will the fight delay ;. 
Remember you have conquer'd me to-day. 
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AUh. This grant destroys all you have urged be- 
fore; 
Honour could not give this, or can give more. 
Our women in the foremost ranks appear ; 
March to the fight, and meet your mistress there. 
Into the thickest squadrons she must run ; 
Kill her, and see what honour will be won. 

Cyd. I must be in the battle, but Til go 
With empty quiver, and unbended bow ; 
Not draw an arrow in this fatal strife. 
For fear its point should reach your noble life. 

Enter Pizarko, 

Cort No more; your kindness wounds me to 
the death. 
Honour, be gone ! what art thou but a breath ? 
I'll live, proud of my infamy and shame, 
Graced with no triumph but a lover's name ; 
Men can but say, love did his reason blind. 
And love's the noblest frailty of the mind. — 
Draw off my men ; the war's already done. 

Pk. Your orders come too late, the fighf s begun ; 
The enemy gives on, with fiiry led. 
And fierce Orbellan combats at their head. 

Cort. He justly fears, a peace with me would 
prove 
Of ill concernment to his haughty love- 
Retire, fair excellence ! I go to meet 
New honour, but to lay it at your feet. 

\^Exeunt Cortez, Vasquez, and Pizaero. 

Enter Odmar and Guyomae, to Alibech and 
Cydaria. 

Odm. Now, madam, since a danger does appear 
Worthy my courage, though below my fear ; 
Give leave to him, who may in battle die. 
Before his death, to ask his destiny. 
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Crmf. He cannot die, whom you command to 
live; 
Before the fight, you can the conquest give ; 
Speak, where you'll place it ? 

Alih. Briefly, then, to both. 
One I in secret love, the other loathe ; 
But where I hate, my hate I will not show. 
And he, I love, my love shall never know ; 
True worth shdl gain me, that it may be said. 
Desert, not fancy, once a woman led. 
He who, in fight, his courage shall oppose. 
With most success, against his country's foes. 
From me shall all that recompence receive. 
That valour merits, or that love can give. 
'Tis true, my hopes and fears are all for one. 
But hopes and fears are to myself alone. 
Let him not shun the danger of the strife ; 
I but his love, his country claims his life. 

Odm. All obstacles my courage shall remove, 

Gruy. Fdl on, fall on. 

Odm. For liberty ! 

Guy. For love ! \^Exeuntj the women fcUowing. 

SCENE III. — Changes to the Indian country. 

Enter Montezuma, attended hy the Indians. 

Mont. Charge, charge! their ground the faint 
Taxallans yidd ! 
Bold in close ambush, base in open field. 
The envious devil did my fortune wrong : — 
Thus fought, thus conquered I, when I was young. 

[Exit. 

Alarm. Enter Cortez hhody. 

Cort. Furies pursue these false Taxallans' flight ! 
Dare they be friends to us, and dare not fight ? 
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What friends can cowards fee, what hopes appear 
Of help from such, who, where they hate, shew 
fear! 

Enter Pizakro and Vasquez. 

Piz. The field grows thin ; and those, that now 
remain, 
Appear but like the shadows of the slain. 

Vasq. The fierce old king is vanished from the 
place. 
And, in a cloud of dust, pursues the chace. 

Cort. Their eager chase disordered does appear. 
Command our horse to charge them in the rear : 

[To PiZAKBO. 

You to our old Gastilian foot retire, [2b Vasq. 
Who yet stand firm, and at their backs give fire. 

[^Exeunt severally, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Odmaii and Guygmak, meeting each other 
in the battle. 

Odm. Where hast thou been, since first the fight 
began, 
Thou less than woman in the shape of man ? / 

Guy. Where I have done what may thy envy 
move. 
Things worthy of my birth, and of my love. 

Odm. Two bold Taxallans with one dart I slew, 
And left it sticking ere my sword I drew. 

Guy. I sought not honour on so base a train. 
Such cowards by our women may be slain ; 
I fell'd along a man of bearded face. 
His limbs all cover'd with a shining case : 
So wondrous hard, and so secure of wound. 
It made my sword, though edged with flint, re- 
bound. 
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Odm. I kiird a double man ; the one half hy 
Upon tlie ground, the other ran away. 

[Guns go qff^wiMn. 

Mnter Montezuma, out of breathy with him Ali- 
BSCH, and an Indian. 

ilfon^. AUislost!— 
Our foes with lightning and with thunder fight ; 
My men in vain shun death by shameful fli^t. 
For deaths uivisible come wing'd with fire. 
They hear a dreadful noise, and stndt expire. 
Take, gods ! that soul, ye did in spite create. 
And made it great, to be unfwtunate. 
HI fete for me unjustly vou provide. 
Great souls are sparks of your own heavenly pride : 
That lust of power we firom your god-heaos have. 
You're bound to please those appetites you gave. 

Enter Vasquez and Fizaero, tviih Spaniards. 

Fasq. Flzarro, I have hunted hard to-day. 
Into our toils, the noblest of the prey ; 
Seize on the king, and him your prisoner make, 
"While I, in kind revenge, my taker take. 

[Fizaero, wUh two, goes to attack the king. 
Vasquez, with another, to seixe Alibech. 
^ Gu^. Their danger is alike ; — ^whom shall I free ? 
Odm. I'll follow love ! 
Cruy. ril fdlow piety ! 

[Odmar retreatsJromVASQjJE,z,tDithAiutBF.CB, 
qff^the stage ; GvYOMARfightsJbr his father. 
Gvy. Fly, sir ! while I give Sack that life you 
gave ; 
Mine is well lost, if I your life can save. 

[Montezuma fights off; Guyom ar, making 
his retreaty stays. 

VOL, II. X 
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Guy. 'Tis more than man can do to 'soam them 
all; 
Stay» let me see where noblest I may fall. 

[He runs at Vasqu£z, is seized behind 
and taken. 
Vas^. Conduct him off. 
And give command, he strictly guarded be. 
iGuy. In vain ace guards, death sets the valiant 
free. ^xit GuYOMAB, with guards. 

Vasq. A glorious day ! and bravely was it fought ; 
Great. fame our general in great dangers sought; 
From his strong arm I saw his.rival run. 
And, in a crowd, the unequal combat shun. 

j^nter CoBTE^^ leading Cydaria, who seems cry- 
ing and begging of him. 

Cort. Man's force is fruitles^f, and your gods 
would fail 
To save the city, but your tears prevail, 
ril of my fortune no advantage make ; 
Those terms, they had [once given, they still may 
take. 

Cyd. Heaven has of right all victory dedgn'd. 
Where boundless pow.er dwells in a will confined ; 
Your Spanish honour does the world exc^l. 

Cort. Our greatest honour is in loving weB. 

Cyd. Strange ways you practise there, to win a 
heart; 
Here love is nature, but with you *1is art' 

Cort. Love is with us as natural as here. 
But fettered up with customs more severa 
In tedious courtship we declare our pain. 
And, ere we kindness find, first meet disdain. 
^ Cyd. If women love, they needless pains endure ; 
Their pride and folly but delay their cure. 

Cort. What you miscall their folly, is their care ; 
They know how fickle common lovers are : 
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Thair oaths and vows are cautiously believed. 
For few th^re are but have been once deceived. 

Cyd. But if they are not trusted when they vt>w, 
Wlmt other marks of passion can they ^w ? 

Cort. With feasts and music, all that brings de- 
Uffht, 
Men treat thdr ears, their palates, and their sight. 

Cyd. Your gallants, sure, have little eloquence. 
Failing to move the soul, they court the sense : 
With pomp, and trains, and in a crowd they woo. 
When true felicity is but in two. 
But can such toys your womens' passions move ? 
This. is but noise and tumult, 'tis not love. 

CorL I have no reason, madam, to excuse 
Thos^ ways ways of gallantry I did not use ; 
My love was true, and on a nobler ^wte. 

Cyd. Your love, alas ! then have you loved be- 
fore ? 

Cort. 'Tis true I loved, but she is dead, abd'ii 
dead; 
And I should think with her all beauty fled. 
Did not her fair resemblance live in you. 
And, by that image, my first fiiames renew. 

Cyd. Ah ! happy beauty, whosoe'er thou art ! 
Though dead, thou keep'st possession of his heart; 
Thou makest me jealous to the last degree. 
And art my rival in his memory. 
Within his memory ! ah, more than so. 
Thou livest and triumph'st o*er Cydaria too. 

Cart What strange unquiet has uncalm'd your 
breast. 
Inhuman fair, to rob the dead of rest !•» 
Poor heart ! she slumbers in her silent tomb ; 
Let her possess in peace that narrow room. 

Cyd. Poor heart ! — ^he pities and bewails her 
death !— 
Some god, much hated soul, restore thy breath. 
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That I may kill thee ; but, some ease H- 
ril kill myself for but resembling thee. 

Cort. I dread your anger, your disqui 
But blows, from hands so soft, who woul( 
-So kind a passion why should I remove 
Since jealousy but shews how well we L 
Yet jesdousy so strange I nevier knew ; 
Can she, who loves me not, disquiet yoi 
For in the grave no passions fill the bre 
'Tis all we gain by death to be at rest. 

Cyd. That she no longer loves brings 
Your love to her still lives, and that's ir 

Cart. The object of desire once ta'en : 
TTis then not love, but pity, which we p 

Cyd. Tis sudi a pity I should never 
When I must lie forgotten in the grave. 
Itmeant to have obliged you, when I di 
That, after me, you should love none be 
But you are false already. 

Cort. If untrue. 
By heaven ! my falsehood is to her, not ; 

Cyd. Observe, sweet heaven, how falser 

swear } — 

You said, you loved me for resembling he , 

. Cort. That love was in me by resemblai ' 

But shews you cheer'd my sorrows for tlie ' 

Cyd. You still repeat the greatness of yoi! 

Cort. If that was great, how great was the 

Cyd. The first love still the strongest we \ 

Cort. That seems more strong which cou^ 
first surmount ; 
But if you still continue thus unkind, 
lyhom I love best, you, by my death, shall fir/ 

Cyd. If you should die, my death shall yo 
pursue ; 
But yet I am not satisfied you're true. 
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C&rt. Hear me, ye gods ! and puniBh'liim you 
hear. 
If au^t within the world I hold so dear. 
• Cy«f. You would deceive the ^)ds asd me ; she's 

dead» 
And is not in the world, whose love I dread.— 
Name not the world ; say, nothing is so dear^ 
Cort. Then nothing is,-^et that seoire your fear^ 
Cyd. 'Tis time must wear it off, but I must go* 
Can you your constancy in absence :show ? 

Cart. Misdoubt my constancy, and do not try. 
But stay, and keep me ever in your eye. 

Cffid. If as a prisoner I were her6, you might 
JEIave then insisted on a conqueror's right. 
And staid me here ; but now my love would-be 
The effect of force, and I would give it free. 
Cort. To doubt your virtue, or your love, were 
sin! 
Call for the captive prince, and bring him in. 

Enter Guyomab, bound and sad. 

You look, sir, as your fate you could not bear. 

[To Guy; 
Are Spanish fettera, then, so hard to wear ? 
Fortune's unjust, she ruins oft the brave. 
And him, who should be victor, makes tke slave. 

Guy. Son of the mo. ! my fetters cannot be 
But glorious for me, since put on by thee. 
The ills of love, not those of fate, I fear ; 
These can I brave, but those I cannot bear. 
My rival brother, while Pm held in chains. 
In freedom reaps the fruit of all my pains. 

Cort. LfCt it be never said that he, whose breast 
Is fill'd with love, should break a lover's rest. — 
Haste ! lose no time !— ^your sister sets you free,-^ 
And tell thi3 king, my generous enemy, 
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I offer itUl tfacne terms he had before. 
Only ask leave his daughter to adore. 

Guy. Brother, (that name my l»^east shall ever 
own, iHe embraces him. 

The name of foe be but in battles known ;) 
For some few days all hostile acts forbear, 
That^ if the king consents, it seem not fear. 
His heart is noble, and great souls must be 
Most sought and courted in adversity. 
Three days, I hope, the wish'd success will tell. 

Cyd Till that long time, 

Vort. Till that long time, farewd. 

{^Exeunt severally. 



ACT IIL 

. SCENE I^A Chamber Bayal. 

Enter Odmae &nd Alibech. 

Odm. The gods, ^r Alibech, had so decreed, 
Nor could my valour against fate succeed ; 
Yet though our army brought not conquest home, 
I did not from the fight inglorious come. 
I^ as a victor, you the brave regard. 
Successless courage, then, may hope reward ; 
And I, returning safe, may justly boast, 
To win the prize which my dear brother lost. 

Enter Gu yomab behind hm. 

Guy. No, no, thy brother lives ! and lives to be 
A witness, both against himself and thee ; 
Though both in s^ety are retum'd again, 
I blush to ask her love for vanquilsh'd men. 

Odm. Brother, I'll not dispute but you are brave ; 
Yet I was firee, and you, it seems, a slave. 

9 
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Ooy. Odimr, 'tis true that I #afciC8piivie kd ; 
As publidjr 'ti^ known^ as Ulat you fled« 
But of two shameS) if she murt one partake^ 
I thhik-^ (dioiee will not be hard to inake^ 

CM^vt^Freedom and bondage in her chdoe rem 
Darest thou elstpect die will put on tihy diain^? 

Cruy. No, no, fair Alibech, give him the crown. 
My brothel is retum'd with high renown. 
He thinks by flight his mistress must be won. 
And cisims die prize, because he best did run. 

AUb. Your chains were gl6rious,^'^*«and youi? flight 
.was wise; . 
But neither have o'eroome your ehemies. 
My secret wishes would my choice decide 
But open justice beUdS f o neit^ar side. 

-Oeht, Justice already does my rigfht approve^ 
If him^ who lo^s you most, you most should love^ 
My broilier poorly from your aid withdrew^ 
But I my father left, to suoocmr you. 

.€ruy. Her country she did to herself prefer. 
Him who fought best, not who defended her ; 
Since she hev interest, foi^ the nation's, waived, < 
Then! I, who saved the king, the nation saved. 
YoQu aiding her, your country did; betray ; • 
I, aiding him^ did ha oMEimands ob^^ 

Odm. Name it no more ; in lome tikiem is a time 
When dull obedienee is the greatest crimen 
She to her couiitiy's use resign'd your swt)rd. 
And you, kind lover, took her at her word ; 
You did your duty to your love prefer. 
Seek your reward from duty, not from her. 

Gm^. Ih acting what my duty did require^ 
'Twas hard for me to quit my own deshre ; 
That fought for her, which, when I did subdue, 
'Twas much the easier task I left to you. 

AUb. Odnmr a niore thaa common love has j^bown^ 
And Guyomar's was greater, or was none ; 
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Whidi I should diuse, some god direct mybreast. 
The certain good, or the uncertain best !-^ 
I cannot dbuse^-^you both dispute in vainer— 
Time and your future acts must make it phdn ; 
First raise the siege, and set your country free, 
I, not the judge, but the reward, will be. 

To them, Enter Mont^^uma, talking with Al- 
MfiEiA and Okbellai^, 

MonL Madam, I think, with reason, I extol 
The virtue of ihe Spanish general. ; 
When all the gods our ruin have fiMretold, 
Yet generously he does his arms withhold. 
And, offering peace, the fifst conditions make. 

Ahn. When jpeaoe is offered, 'tis too late to -take ; 
For one poor loss, to stoop to terms like those !-^ 
W«B we o'enxxne, what could they worse impose ? 
^9 go, with homage your proud victocs meet ! 
Go, Ue like dogs beneath your masters' feet ! 
Go, and beget them slaves to dig their mines^ 
And groan for gold, which now in temples diines ! 
Your shameful story shall record of me. 
The men all croudi^d, and 1^ a woman free ! 

Guy. Had I not foucht, or durst not fight again^ 
I my suspected counsd should refirain ; 
For I wish peace, and any terms prefer, 
Before the last extremities of war. 
We but exaq)erate those we cannot harm. 
And fighting gains us but to die more warm. 
If that be cowardice, which dares not see - 
The insolent efiects of victory. 
The rape of matrons, and their childrens' cries, — 
Then I am fearful, let the brave advise. 

Odm. Keen cutting swords, and engines killing 
fiur. 
Have prosperoiisly b^gun a doubtfid war. 
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But now our foes with less adrantage fight. 
Their strengdi decraaaes witli our Indians' fright 
Mmit. This noble vote does with my wish com- 

I am for war. 

\dlm. And so am I. 

Orb. And I. 

Mont Then send to Inreak the truce, and I'll take 
care 
To diear the soldiers, and for fight prepare. 

[Exeunt Mont. Obk. Guy. and^AhiB. 

Aim. to Orb. 'Tis now the hour whidb all to rest 
allow. 
And sleep sits heavy upon every brow ; 
In this dark silence sofUy leave the town, 

[GuYOMAB returns, and heare them. 
And to the general's tent, — 'tis quickly known,—* 
Direct your steps : You may despatch him strait, 
Drown'd in his sleep, and easy for his fate. 
Besides, the truce will make the guards more slaek. 

Orb. Courage, which leads me on, will bring me 
badc.-^ 
But I mwe foar the baseness of the thing. 
.Remorse, you know, bears a perpetual sting. 

Aim. For mean remorse no room the vitliant finds, 
Repentance is the virtue of weak minds ; 
For want of judgment keeps them doubtful stiU, 
They may rqpent of gpod, who can c^ill ; 
But daring courage makes ill actions good, 
Tis foolish pity spares a rival's blood. 
You shall about it strait. 

lEa^eunt Alm. and Orb. 

Guy. Would they betray 
His sleeping virtue, by so mean a way ! — 
And yet tlm Spaniard is our nation's foe, — 
I wish him dead,—- but cannot wish it so ;— > 
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Either itiy oountrj never must be fieed^ 

Or I consentinpt to so black a deed.*^ 

Would chance had never led my steps this way ! 

Now if he dies, I murder him, not they ;«*— 

Something must be resolved ere 'tis too late ;-««- 

He gave me freedom, I'll prevent his &te» {Emt. 

SCENE n.— ^ Camp. 

Enter Co&tez alone, in a ntghUgpfixm. 

Q>rt All things are hush'd, as nature's self lay 
dead; 
The mountains seem to nod their drowsy head ; 
The little birds, in dreams, their songs repeat, 
And sleeping flowers beneath the ni^tdew sweat 
Even Inst and envy sleep ; yet love denies 
Best to my soul, and slumber to my eye& 
Three days I promised to attend my doom. 
And two long days and nights are yet to eoma«^ 
lis sure the noise c£ some tumultuous fight. 

They break the truce, and sally out by night. 

Enter Oebellan, flying in ilie darJc, his sword 
mrawn. 

Orh. Betray'd ! pursued ! O whither shall I fly ? 
See, see ! the just reward of treachery !-»^ 
I'm sure among the tents, but know not where ; 
Even night wants darkness to secure my fear^ * 

[Comes near Cobtez, who hears him. 

Cort. Stand ! who goes there? 

Ork Alas ! what shall I say ? — [Aside. 

A poor Taxallan that mistook his way, 
And wanders in the terrors of the night 

Cort Soldier, thou seem'st afraid ; whence comes 
• thy fiigbt ? 
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OrK The insoleBce of Spaniards caused my fear» 
Who in the dark pursued me entering here. 
Cor^.- Their crimes shall meet immediate pwush* 
ment^ 
But stay thou safe within the general's tent. 
Orh. Still worse and worse. 
Cart. Fear not, but follow me ; 
Upon my life Til set thee safe and free* 

[CoKTEZ leads him in, and returns. 

To him Vasquez, Fizarbo, and Spaniards with 
Torches. 

Vasq. O sir, thank heaven, and your brave In- 
dian friend. 
That you are safe ; Orbellan did intend 
This night to kill you sleeping in your tent 
But Guyomar his trusty slave has sent. 
Who, following close his silent steps by night. 
Till in our camp they both approach'd the light, 
Cried-^iSS^^ the traitor, seke the murtherer I 
The cruel villain fled I know not where ; 
But far he is not, for he this way bent. 

jPrb. The enraged soldiers seek, from tent to tent. 
With lighted torches, and in love to yoq. 
With bloody vows liis hated life pursue. . 

Vasq. This messenger does, since he came, relate. 
That the old king, after a long debate. 
By his imperious mistress blindly led. 
Has given Cydaria to Orbellan's bed. 

CorU Vasquez, the trusty slave with you retain ; 
Retire a while. 111 call you back again. 

[^Exeunt Vasq. and Viz. 

CoBTEZ at his tent do(yr. 

Indian, come forth ; your enemies are gone^ 
And I, who saved you from them, here alone. 
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Enter Oebellan, holding his face aside. 

You hide your face, as you were still afraid. 
Dare you not look on him, who gaye you aid ? 

Otb. Moon, slip behind some doud, some tem- 
pest rise. 
And blow out all the stars that light the skii^ 
To shroud my shame ! 
. Cort. In vain you turn aside, 
And hide your face ; your name you cannot hide. 
I know my rival and his black design. 

Orh. Forgive it, as my passion's fault, not mine. 

Cort. In your excu3e your love does little say ; 
You might, howe'er, have took a fabler way. 

Orh. 'Tistrue,my passion small defence can make; 
Yet you must spare me for your honour's sake. 
That was engaged to set me safe and free. 

Cort. 'Twas to a stranger, not an enemy. 
Nor is it prudence to prolong thy breath. 
When all my hopes depend upon thy death ; 
Yet none shall tax me with base perjury. 
Something I'll do, both for myself and thee ; 
With vow'd revenge my soldia's search each tent. 
If thou art seen, none can thy death prevent ; 
Follow my steps with silence and with haste. 

SCENE III. 

They go out, the Scene changes to the Indian Coun-^ 
try. They return. 

Cort. Now you are safe, you have jny outguards 
past 

Orb. Then here I take my leave. 

Cort. Orbellan, no ; 
When you return, you to Cydaria go ; 
I'll send a message.* 
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Orb. Let it be exprest ; 
I am in haste. 

Cart. 1*11 write it in your breast. [Draws. 

Orb. What means my rival ? 

Cort. Either fight or die^ 
I'll not strain honour to a point too high. 
I saved your live, and keep it if you can, 
Cydaria shall be for the bravest man ; 
On equal terms you shall your fortune try. 
Take this, and lay your flmt-edged weapon by ; 

[Gives him a sword. 
ril arm you for my glory, and pursue 
No palm, but what's to manly virtue due. 
Fame, with my conquest, shall my courage tell. 
This you shall gain, by placing love so well. 
^ Orb. Fighting with you, ungrateful I appear. 

Cart. Under that shadow, thou wouid'st hide thy 
fear; 
Thou would'st possess thy love at thy return. 
And in her arms my easy virtue scorn. 

Orb. Since we must fight, no longer let's delay ; 
The moon shines clear, and makes a paler day. 

[Theyjight^ Orbellan is wounded in the hand, 
his sword faUs out of it. 

Cart. To courage, even of foes, there's pity due^ 
It was not I, but fortune, vanquish'd you. 

[Throws his sword again. 
Thank me with that, and so dispute the prize. 
As if you fought before Cydaria's eyes. 

Orb. I would not poorly such a gift requite ; 
You gave me not this sword to yield, but fight. 

[He strives to hold it, but cannot. 
But see, where yours has forced its bloody way ; 
My wounded hand my heart does ill obey. 

Cart. Unlucky honour, that controuVst my will \ 
Why have I vanquish'd, since I must not kill ? 
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Fate sees thy life lodged in a brittle glass. 
And looks it through, but to it cannot pass. 

Orb. All I can do is frankly to confess,—- 
I wish I could, but cannot, love hw leas. 
To swear I would resign her, were but vain. 
Love would recal tha-t perjured breath again ; 
And in my wretched case, 'twill be more just 
Not to have promised, than deceive your trust. 
Know, if I live once more to see the town. 
In bright Cydaria's arms my love PU orown. 

Cort In spite of that, I give thee liberty. 
And with thy person leave thy honour free ; 
But to thy wishes move a speedy pace. 
Or death will soon overtake thee in the diase« — 
To arms, to arms I fate shows my love the way, 
I'll force the city on thy nuptial day. 

[^ExeuTU severally. 

SCENE IV.^MeadcQ. 

Enter Montezuma, Odmab, Guyomab^ 
Almeria. 

. Mont It moves my wonder, that in two days 

space, 
Tbi$ early famine spreads so swift a pace. 

Odm. Tis, sir, the general cry ; nor seemsit strange. 
The face of plenty should so swiftly change. 
This dty never felt a siege before. 
But from the lake received its daUy store ; 
Which now shut up, and millions crowded h^e. 
Famine will soon in multitudes appear. 

Mont^ The more the number, still the greater 
shame. 

Aim. What if some one should seek immortid 
fame. 
By ending of the siege at one brave blow ? 

Mont. That were too happy ! 
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Aim. Yet it may be so^ 
What if the Spanish general dioiild be slain ? 
Qvy. Just heaven, I hope, dx)es otherwise orcbin. 

\Amde. 
Mont If slain \sj treason, I lament his death. 

Enter Oubellak, and whispers hk sisten 

Odm. Orbellan seems in haste, and out of breath. 
Mont. Orbellan, welcome ; you are early here, 
A bridegroom's haste does in your looks appear. 
[ Almeria aside to her brother. 
Aim. Betray 'd ! no, 'twas thy cowardice arid fear; 
He had not 'scaped with life, had I been there. 
But since so ill you act a brave design, 
Keep dose your shame ;**-*fate makes the next turn 
mine. 

Enter Alibech and Cydaria. 

AUh. O sir, if ever pity toueh'd your breast^ 
Let it be now to your own blood exprest ; 
In tears your beauteous daughter drowns her sigirt. 
Silent as dews that fall in dead of night. 

Cyd. To your commands I strict obedience owe. 
And my last act of it I come to show. 
J want the heart to die before your eyes. 
But grief will finish that which fear denies. 

Aim. Your will should by your father's precept 
move. 

Cyd. When he was young, he taught me truth in 
love. 

Ahn. He found more love than he deserved, 'tis 
true. 
And that, it seems, is lucky too to you ; 
Your father's folly took a headstrong couk^se. 
But I'll rule yours, and teach you love by force. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. Arm, arm, O king ! the enemy comes on. 
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A sharp assault already is begun ; 

Their murdering guns play fiercely on the waUs. 

Odm. Now» rival, let us run where honour calls. 

Guy. I have discharged what gratitude did ow^ 
And tiie brave Spaniard is again my foe. 

[^Exeunt Odmae and Guyomae. 
Mont. Our walls are high, and multitudes defend. 
Their vain attempt must in their ruin end ; 
The nuptials with my presence shall be graced. 

AUb. At least but stay 'till the assault be past. 

Aim. Sister, in vain you urge him to delay. 
The king has promised, and he shall obey. 

Enter second Messenger. 

2 Mess. From several parts the enemy's repell'd. 
One only quarter to the assault does yield. 

Enter third Messenger. 

3 Mess. Some foes are entered, but they are so 

few. 
They orfly death, not victory, pursue. 

Orh. Hark, hark, they shout ! 
From virtue's rules I do too meanly swerve, 
I, by my courage, will your love deserve. \Exit. 

mont. Here, in the heart of all the town, ril stay ; 
And timely succour, where it wants, convey. 

A noise within. Enter Orbellan, Indians driven 
in^ CoBTEZ qfier them, and one or two Spaniards. 

Cart. He's found, he's found ! degenerate coward, 
stay ; 
Night saved thee once, thou shalt not 'scape by day. 

[KiUs Obbellan. 
Orh. O, I am kilPd ! IDies. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



s6mmt> Ttf8 min&tr SMiBKHi; iif 

£!nt9r OvrouKt. and OuUar. 

GuA Ylcdd, m\«tiMt stranger, and pnAetteriAkt 
Mfd; 
"Why chuse you d^aith ih Qih uh^iMi gtiifb ? 

Orbellan's bidfy. •' 

Cor/. l^At lidU^ ftitd dluld(ittiy> )otw Mek?' 
1 An l^«itg6d, stnd at my mistress' feet. 

iTk^faH Ofi him; 6itd bm- Mm dottiiH^ 
GiSYGUAU takes At» «wdt^d, 

AiSk. H#*« ^atit t«t»vei^ ; toy deair bra&el's slain. 
Fate's hand was ih it> ind my care is vaiit. 

Aikilti weak <iompIdiht6 7<w vainly traste your 
iMebthi 
They are not tears that ixta tev^gi his dMtk 
Despatch the villaiA ttrait. 

Cort. The villain's d^. 

Aim. Gite me a sword, and let m« take hill hebd. 

M<mt. Though, fiukdam, t<dt y<mt hHfih6fA kM t 
gtleve« 
Yet let Me beg--^ 

Aim. His knurdereir may live? 

Qfd. irwaa his tois&rtune} and the ch«foe ofinA 

C%rf. It WM my purj^ose, and I kill'd him^r: 
How could you so unjust and cruel petiire, 
To call that chmoii. Which WB6 the »kb of l6ve ? 

Cyd. I oalPd it any tiling to iAW fotit lifb i 
Would h6 wet« living 6tiU, teid I his wtfe ! - - 
That Wiiih Was dm^ fny greatest tnisery ; 
But 'Icii a greatef to behdd you die^ 

Aim. Eithef Command hi» deitii upon thd yM, 
Or nevw moft Ibebold Ahn^iay fte«. 

Cfuff, You by his Valour once ikoni d^afB W^l« 
freed; 
Can you forget 30 gen^srous a deed ? [To M6it'^. 

VOL. II. Y 
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Mcmt. How gratitude and love divide my breast ! 
Both ways alike my soul is robVd of resL 
But-4et him die^-A!!an I his sentence give ? 
Ungrateful^ must he die» by whom I live ? 
But can I then Almeria\s teard deny ? 
Should any live whom she commands to die ? 

Gaiy. ApprMdi who dares : He yielded on my 
word ; 
And) as my prisoner^ I restore his sword. . ^ 

{Givea his Mjford, 
His life concerns the safety of the state^ 
And I'll preserve it for a calm debate. 

Mont. Dar'st thou rebels &lse anddegenerefa^boy ? 
iTbat being, which I gave, I thus destr<gr.i . 

l(^ers to kul him, Odmae ^teps bd^ff^een. 

Odm. My brother's blood I cannot see you spill^ 
Since he prevents you but from doing iU- . 
He is my rival, but his death would bp , 
For him too glorious, and too base for me. ^ 

Guy. Thou shalt not conquer in this noble strife ; 
Alas; I meant not to defend my life. — 
Strike, sir, you never pierced a breast more true ; 
'Tis the last wound I e'er can take for you. 
You see I live but to dispute your will $ 
Kil} me^ and then you may my prisoner kiU. 

Qn-t. You shall not, generous youthsycontend for 
me; 
It is enough that I your .honour see ; 
But that your duty may no blemish take^ 
I will mys^f your father's captive make ; 

[^Gives his sword to Montezuma. 
When he dares strike I am prepared to f^ll ; 
The Spaniards will revenge their general. 

Cffoi Ah, you toohastHy your ufe resign^ 
You more would love it, if you valued mine !. 

Cort Despatch me quickly, I my death forgive; 
I shall grow tender else, and wisij tp liv? ; 
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Sudi an infectious tsuse her sorrow wears, 
I can bear death, but not Cydaria's tears. 

Aim. Make haste, make hasten they^merit death 
all three; 
They for rebellion, and for murder he^ 
See, see, my brother^ ^host hangs hovering there 
O'er his warm blood, that steams into the air ; 
Rbveilge, revenge^it cries. 

Mont. And it shall have ; 
But two days respite for his. life 1 crave. 
If in that space you not mcnre gentle prove, 
rii give a iatal proof how well I love. 
'Till when, you, Guyomar, your prisoner take ; 
Bestow him in the castle on the lake : 
In that small time I shall the conquest gain 
Of these few sparks of virtue which remain ; 
Then all, who shall my headlong passion see. 
Shall curse my crimes, and yet ^aU pity me. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE l.^ A prism. < 

Enter Almebia and an Indian ; they speak entering. 

Ind. A dangerous proof of my respect I show. 
Aim. Fearnot,FrinceGuyomar shall never know; 
While he is absent let us not delay ; * 

Remember 'tis the king thou dost obey. 
)hid. See where he skeps. 

[CoBTEZ appears chained and laid asleep. 

Aim. Without, my coming wait; 

And, on thy life, secure the prison gate. 

* \Eixit hudian. 
\Shepiu/cks out a dagger, and approaches him. 
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Smmiard^ jtwakev tiijl fatal hour is oome; 
Tnou shalt not at such ease receive thy doonu 
Berenge is sore, though sometiines slowly paced. 
Awake, awake, or, sleeping, sleep thy last. 

Cort. Who names revenge? 

Ahtn ■' Look up, and thou shalt see. 

Q^rL I cannot fear so fair an enemy. 

Aim. No aid is nigh, nor canst thou make de« 
fence; 
Whence can thy courage come ? 

Cort. ••p*---*From innocenca 

Aim. From innocence? kt that then take thy 
part. 
Still are thy looks assured— —have at thy heart ! 

[Hokb up the dagger. 
I cannot kfll ttaee; sure thou bear'sfc some diarm. 

Or some divhiity holds back my arm. 

Wky do I thus delay to make him bleed ? [AMe. 

Can I want courage for so brave a deed ? 

IVe shook it off; my soul is iree from fear. 

[Comes again. 
And I can now strike any where — ^but here. 
His scorn of deaAi^ how strangelv does it move ! 
A mind so haughty who could chuse but love.! .. 

lOoeea0i 
Head not a cfaan»» or any god's command, 
AlaSi it it thy heart that hSds thy hand; 
In spite of me I lov^ and see, too hitev 
My motiier^s pride must find my mother's ftt& 
—Thy country's foe, thy btotlier^s murderer !•— 
V^t diaibe» Akneria, audi mad thoo^ts forbear ; 
It w'onnot bcv~if I once more come cm, 

ICdmi^ Off agauL 
I shall mistake the breast, and pierce my own. 

[CMUstmiikk&rdt^ardaum. 
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Cart Does your reveitge maliddusly fbrbear 
Tb giye me death, *till 'tis prepared by fear? 
If you delay for that, forbeai' or strike^ 
Foreseen and sudden death are both ^ike. 

Aim. To show my love would but increase his 
pride t 
They have most power^ who most thdir paasbnt 
hide^ IJsidi. 

Spaniard^ I tnust confess, I did expect 
You could not meet your death with sadk neglect; 
I will defer it now, and give you time; — 

You may repent, and I forget your crime. 

Cart. Those, who repent, acknowledge they dft 

ill; 

X did not unprovoked your brother kill. 

Abn. Petition me, perhaps I may forgive 

Cart. Who begs his life does not deserve to Uve. 

Aim. But if 'tis given, you'll not refuse to take? 

Cart. I cab live gladly for Cydaria's sake. 

Aim. Does she so whcdly thai possess youjr mind? 
What if you should another lady find> 
Equal to her in birth, and i&r above 
In all that can attract, or keep your lovo^ 
Would you so doat upon your first denre. 
As not to entertain a nobler fire? 

Cart. I think that person hardly will be founc^ 
With gradous form and equal virtue crowned. 
Yet if another could preced^iee dain^ 
My fix'd desires could find no fairer aim. 

Ahn. Dull ignorance ! he cannot yet conceive; 
To speak more plain» shame will not give me leave. 

[^Amde. 
— Suppose one loved you, whom, even kings adere ; 

[Tahim. 
Who, with your life, your freedom would restore. 
And add to that the cirowa of Mexioo ; . 
Would you, for her> Cydaria^s love fiirego? 
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Coft. Thoucfa she could ofFer all you can invent, 
I could not of my faith, once vow*d, repent. 

Aim. A burning blush has covered all my hxse\ 
Why am I forced to publish my disgrace? 
What if I love ? you know it cannot be. 
And yet 1 blush to put the case — ^twere me. 
If I could love you with a flame so true, 
I could forget what hatid my brother slew— 
— Make out the rest — I am disordered so, 
r know not farther what to say or do. 
—But answer me to what you think I meant. 

Cart. Reason or wit no answer can invent. 
X)f words confused who can the meaning find? 
Aim. Disordered words show a distempered mind. 
Cart. She has obliged me so, that, could I chusd, 
I would not answer what I must refuse. {Aside. 
Aim. His mind is shook— —-suppose I loved you, 
speak. 
Would you for me Cydaria's fetters break ? 
Gort. Things, meant in jest, no serious answer 

need. 
Ahn. But, put the case that it were so indeed ? 
Cart. If it were so,^ — ^which but to think were 
pride,— 
My constant love would dangerously be tried ; 
For since you could a brother's death forgive. 
He, whom you save, for you alone should live. 
But I, the most unhappy of mankind. 
Ere I knew yours, have all my love resigned. 
?Tis my own loss I grieve, who have no more; 
You go a-begging to a bankrupt's door. 
Yet cbuld I change, as sure I never can. 
How could you love so infamous a man ? 
For love, once given from her, and placed in yoU, 
. Would leave no ground I ever could be true. 
Aim. You construed me aright— I was in jest. 
And by that offer, meant to sound your, breast j 



Digitized by 



Googk 



aOfilV U. TH£ UnblAN BMPE|U>9. M$r 

Which since I find so ocmstaiU; to your love^ 
Will much my value of your worm improve. 
Spaniard^ assure yourself you shall not be 
Obliged to quit Cydaria for me. 
*Tis dangerous, though, to treat me in this sort» 
And to refuse my offers, though in sport. lExit. 

Cort. In what a strange condition am I left ? 
Moi^than I wish I have, of dl I wish bereft ! 
In wishing nothing, we enjoy still most ; 
!Por even our wish is, in possession, lost. 
Restless, we wander to a new desire. 
And bum ourselves, by blowing up the fire^ 
We toss and turn about our feverish will, 
Wh^i all our ease must come by l3dng still. . 
For all the happiness mankind can gam 
Is not in pleasure, but in rest fix)m pain. 

{Goes in, and the scene, closes upon him. 

gfCENE IL^Chaniber royal. 

Enter Montezuma, Odmab, Guyomab, and 
^ Aljbecji. 

Moni. My ears are deaf with this impatient crowd. 
« 0dm* Th^ wants are now grown mutinous and 

* loud. 
The general's taken, but the siege remains ; 
And their last food our dying inen sustains. 

Guy. One means is only left^ I to this hour 
Have kept the captive from Ahneria's power ; 
And though, by your command, she often sent 
To urge his doom, do still his death prevent. 

Mont. That hope is past. Him I have oft assail'd^ 
But neither threats nor kindness have prevailed ; 
Hiding our wants, I offer'd to release 
His chains, and equally conclude a peace. 
He fiercely answer'd, I had now no way ^ 
But to suomft, and without terms qbey. 
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I told hm bftin ^M«i ^ e wMijUil^ mv» 
Than h^ iJ»po?©d i» Yictoiy bc^^oe. . . 
He sulleB^.r^lied. W could ©o* w«3w , 
These offers now ; . honour murt givft npt tokfu 
Qdm. TwiCQ hiav^ I swJUed* md wfts twk* IwA 

What d«sp*rate course renimm for us to tak^ ? 

JIfcwt jif either death or honddge I imak ^UMt 
I'll keep my freedom, though nay life I lwe« 

Guy. 1% not upbraid you, that jpou oncerrfuaed 
Those means, ypu might Imve tmn witb faWQttr 

used 5 
rU lead your mm% perhaps hrbg victory. 
They know to conqu^ best^ vrho know U> ^9u 

[Ewmi MoNTii3UM4. und Qdmas* 

Alib. Ah »e, what have I heard ! stay, G^yomari 
What hope you ftow thi^ sally yo^ pi^pare ? 

Cruy. A death, withhonour,for my country's good ; 
A death, to wjUeh Yoiurself desigo'd wy blood. 

\4.lib. You heard, and I weU know the town's 
distress. 
Which sword and famine both at once oppress ; 
JB'msiiiie^ so fif9Ke» that what's denied n^an'a i»!% 
Even dei4ly plaat^si^ and hexrbs of potsonousjiUcfv 
Wild hunger seeks ; and, to prolong our breathy 
We greedily devour our cert^ di»itb« 
The soldien in th' assault, of fawune falls i 
Aud ghosts, not m^u are watehii^ on t^e wtUs. 
As caUow bird S ' iMi .. 

Wlvose mother's kiU'd in seeking of tJbe ptey^ 
Cry ia thar n^st, and think her long awa^j^ 
And at eacb leaf that stu% each blast of wU)d» 
Qape for the food, which th^ must never &id» 
So cry the people in their xniaery* 

Guy. And what relief ean they expert fimn me ? 

Alib. While McaateaumjS ^leqv, call ia the £ie, 
Tbe captive general your design may know. 
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H]^ ll<;^W b(NHi;» to lumq^r ever true» 
K|iQW9 bow to spare as well a9 to subdue. 

Guy. Wh^t I have heard I blush to hear ; and 
grieve, 
Those words you spoke I must your wo^ds believe.^ 
I to do. this ! I^ whom you once thought bitivet 
To sell my country, and my king enslave ? 
All I have dcMie by one foul act deface, 
And yield my right to you, by turning base ? 
What more could Odmarwish that I should doi 
To lose your love, than you persuade me tQ ? . 
G(fo, mAoam, no, I never can commit r 
A deed so iU, nor can ^ou suffer it ; 
'Tis out to try what virtue you oan find 
Lodged in mr soul 

AUb. I p^nly speak my mind ; 
Dear as my life my virtue TU preserve 
But virtue ypu too scrupulously serve. 
I loved not more than now my country's good. 
When for its service I employed vour blocd ; ' 
But things are altered, I am still tne same. 
By different ways stiU moving to one fame ; 
Aj^d by disarming you, I now do more 
To save the town, than arming you before. 

Guf/. Things good or ill by circumstances be ; 
la you *ti« vi^u^ what is vice in me 

Jttib» That ill 19 pardon'd, which does good pro- 
cu«l, 

Gm^ The good's uncertain, but the ill is suie. 

^fii. When kjbigs grow stubborn, slothful, or 
unwise. 
Each private man for public good should rise. 

Guy. Take heed, fan: mai^ how monarchs you 
accuse ; 
Such reasons none but impious rebels use. 
Those, who to empire by dark paths aspiret 
Still plead a call to what they most desire ; 

12 
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But kings by free ooiisenl^ their kkigdoms take. 
Strict as tliose sacred ties which nuptials make ; 
And whate'er fiiults in princes time reveal. 
None can be judge where can be no appeal. 

Alib. In aU debates you plainly let me see 
You love your virtue best, but Odmar me. 
Go, your mistaken piety pursue ; 
I'll have from him what is denied by you ; 
With my commands you shall no more be graced. 
Bemember, sir, this trial was your last. 

Gny.^he gods inspire you with a better mind. 
Make you more just, and make you then more kind J 
But though from virtue's rules I cannot part, 
Think I deny you with a bleeding heart. 
'Tis hard with me whatever choice I make ;^ 
I must not merit you, or must forsake ; 
But, in this strait, to honour I'll be true. 
And leave my fortune to the gods and you. 

. Ejiter Messenger privately. 

Mess. Now is the time ; be aiding to your fate ; 
From the watch-tower, above the western-gate, 
I have discerned the foe securely lie. 
Too proud to fear a beaten enemy ; 
Their careless chiefs to the cool grottoes run. 
The bowers of kings, to shade them from tte sun. 

Guy. Upon thy life disclose thy n^ws to none ; 
111 make the conquest or the shame, my own. 

[Exeunt GuyoMAE and Messeinger. 

Enter Odmar. 

AUh. I read some welcome message in his eye. 
Prince Odmar comes. Til see if he*fl deny.— 
OdmfU", I come to tell you pleasing news ; 
I begg'd a thing, yovur broths did refuse. 
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Odm.' The tatews botti pleases me, and grief es me 
too; 
For wotbing, sure, should be denied to you. 
But he was bless*d who might commanded be ; 
You never- meant that happiness to me. 

Ai^. What he refused, your kindness might be- 
stow. 
But my commands, perhaps, your burden grow. 

Odm. Couldlbut live till burdensome they prove. 
My life would be immortal as my love. 
Your wish, ere it receives a name, I grant. 

AUh. *Tis to relieve your dying country's want; 
All hopes of succour from your armjs is past. 
To siRre us now you must our ruin haste ; 
Give Up the town, and, to oblige him more. 
The captive general's liberty restore. 

Odm. You speak to try my love ; can you forgive 
So soon, to let your brother's murderer live ? 

Alib. Orbellan, though my brother, did disgrace. 
With treacherous deeds, our mighty mother's race ; 
And to rev^ige his bloodj so justly spilt^ 
What is it less than to partake his guilt ? 
Though ray proud sister to revenge inclinej. 
I to my country's good my own resign. 

Odm. To save our lives, our freedom I betray — 
Yet, since I promised it, I will obey ; 
I'll not my ishame nor your commands dispute 5 
You shall* behold your empire's absolute. [^Exit. 

Alib. I should have thank'd him for his speedy 
grant, 
And yet, I know not how, fit words I want. 
Sure I am grown distracted in my mind ; — 
That joy, this grant should bring, I cannot find. 
The one, denying, vex'd my soul before ; 
And this, obeying, has disturb'd me more. 
The one, with grief, and slowly, did refuse. 
The other, in his grant, much haste did use. 
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^He used too ;nuGh*-<«)4 granting me id. «ogiit 

He has the merit of the gift undone. : 

Methought with wondrous ease he swallowed dofvA 

His fcwrfi^it honour, to betray the towm 

My inward choice was Guyomiyr b^ore» 

But aow his virtue has confirmed irte mo r e ■ "^ 

I rave, I rave, for Odmar will obev. 

And then my jaromise must my choioe iietray. 

Fantastic honour^ thou hast framed a toil 

I'hyself, to make thy love thy virtue's spoil. [^4^ j 

SCENE ni. I 

A^mant grotto discovered; in Hafmntain 4p0itf- | 
ing; romd about it VaAqve^, FihAHEOs oimI | 

o^erSpimiardg^fyii^car^UssfyunarptidMaudhif 
tkem mamy Ine^ women, one qfwhioh sing^ the j 
foUming eong. 

SONG. 

Ahfac^ngjoy ! how quickly art thorn past ! 

Yet we thy mm hast&. 
As ijihe tares of human ^ were Jew, 

We ^eek out new, 
And/oUowfate, which woM too/ast pureue. 

Seet how on every bough the birds ewprcBS, 

in their sweet notes^ their happimew. 

They all enjoy ^ and nothing spare ; 

JBut on their mother^ Nature^ lay their care. 
Why then should man, the lord tfaXL bdow/ 

Such troubles ehuse to know^ 
As none (fail his subsets undergat 

Harht harh the waters, faU^fdlyJaUf I 

Afid with a mmrmuriMg soumi i 

Dash, dash, upon the ground. 

To gentle slumbers call. 
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After the ^ong two Spuniat^ arise, and dance u 
Mraband with ca^tanietas^ At the end of ijohid^ 
GtJYOMAK and hie Indians enter, and, ere t1i$ 
S^niards can recover their swords, seize t/iem. 

€h^ Those, whom you took without, in tri- ' 
umph bring ; 
But see these strait conducted to the king. 
Pix. Vasquez, what now remains in these ex^ 

tremes ? 
Fasq. Only to wake us fi'om our golden dreams 
Pisk, Since by our shameful conduct we have lost 
Freedom^ wealth, honour, which we value most, 
I wish they would our lives a period give t 
They live too long, who happiness out-live. 

[jS^mards are led out. 
1 Ind. See, sir, bow quickly your success Is 
spread; 
The king cdmes mardiing in the army^s head* 

Enter MoNT£;znMA, Alibech, Odmar 
Sscontented. 

M<mt Now all the gods reward and bless my 

son! ' [tindn'odng. 

Thou hast this day thy father's youth out-done. * 

Alib. Just heaven all happiness upon him shower^ 

TiH it Aoni^ its will beyond its power ! 

Guy. The heavens are kind^ the gods propitiouil 
be; 
I only doubt a mortal deity. 
I neither fought for conquest^ nor for fame^ 
Your love alone c$n re€k>mpence my flame. 

AMb^ I gave my love to the most brave in witr ; 
But that the king must judge. 
Mont. «— ^*Tis Guyomar. 

[SMdhrs shout, A GuTOMAtt, ^e. 
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ilf out This day your nuptials we will odebs^ ; 
But guard these haughty captives till their &t;e. 
Odmar, this night to keep them be your care» . 
To-morrow for their sacrifice prepare. 

AKb. Blot not your conquest with your cruelty. 

Mont. Fate says, we are not safe unleiss th^vdie. 
The spirit, that foretold this happy day. 
Bid me use caution and avoid dday.-^ • 
Posterity, be juster to my fame ; 
Nor call it murder, when each private man 
In his defence may justly do the same. 
But private persons more than monarchs can. . 

AU weigh our acts, and whatever seems^ unjust. 

Impute not to necessity, but Iiiat* 

[JEaretfll/M0NT£2UMA,GUYOMAIt,««rfAJiiTOCH> 

Odm. Lost and undone ! he had my father's vbic^ 
And Alibech seem'd pleased with her new' choice. 
Alas, it was not new ! too late I see. 
Since one she hated, that it must be me* 

^I feel a strange temptation in my will 

To do an action, great at once and ill. 
Virtue, ill treated, front my soul is fled ; 
1 by revenge and love am wholly led. 
Yet conscience would against my rage rebe l 
— Conscience, the foolish pride of doing wdl ! 
Sink empire, father perish, brother fall. 
Revenge does more than recompeoee yoa^alL-^ 
C<H|duct the prisoners in. 

Enter Vasquez, and Pizarro. 

Spaniards, you see your own deplored estate. 
What dare you do to reconcile your fate ? 
. Fiam. AU that despair, with oours^ join'd, can 
do. 
Odm. An easy way to victory Til show. 
When all are buried in thdr sle^ or joy, 
ril give you arms. Bum, ravish, and destroy ! 
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For my own share one beauty I des^ ;-•- ^ v 
Engage your honour that she shall be mine*, i. :• » 

Pk. I gladly swear. '. : , / 

Fias^. . ^And I ; but.I request . >. 

That, in return, one, who has touch'd my br^asti^ 
Whose name I know not, may be given to me. ' 

Odm. Spaniard, 'tis judt ; she's yours, whoe'er 
she be. i 

Vasq. The night comes on ; i£ fortune Ueas^h^ 
bcdd, : r. ' 

I shall possess the beauty. 

Pk. I the gold. IJi^wennk 

SCENE IV.— ^ Prison. 

Cow£ZZ discovered hound ; Alm^^i A talking 
with him. 

Aim. I come not now your constancy to prove ; 
You may believe me when I say I love. 

Cort. You have too well instructed me before 
In your intentions, to believe you more. 

Aim. I'm justly plagued by this your unbelief. 
And am itnysdf the cause of my own grief. 
But to beg love, I cannot stoop so low ; 
It is enough that you my passion know. 
'Tis in your choice ; love me, or love me not ; ' 
I have not yet my brother's death forgot. 

[Lays hold on the dagger. 

Cort. You menace me and court me in a breath. 
Your Cupid looks as dreadfully as death. 
! Aim. Your hopes, without, are vani^'d i»to 
smoke, * 

Your captains taken, and your armies broke, 
: Cort. In vain you urge me witii my miseries : 
When fortune fails, high courages can rise ; ^ 
Now should I change my love, it would appear 
Not the effect pf gratitude, but fear. 
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Aim. Ill to the Icing, arid make ft my reqpiert^ 
Or my obmiiMtid) that you may be releast ; 
And make you judge, when I have iet you firee, 
Who best deserves your paissiotti/ 1, or she. 

C&rt. Y(m tempt my faith so generous a wxiy> 
As without guilt might oonstancy betray* 
^ But Pm 80 ftar from metititig esteem, 
That, if I judge, I must myself condemn ; 
Yet having given my worthless heart befor^^ . 
What I must ne'er possess, I will adore« 
Take my devotion then thid humbler way ; ^ 

DeVOtiott is the love which heav^ we pay. 

[^Kisses her hand. 

Enter Cydakia. 

Cyd. May I believe my eyes ! what do I see^ 
Is this her hate to him, his love to me ! 
Tis in my breast she she^ttheg her dagger noir*«— 
False man, is this thy faith ? is this ttiy vow ? 

Cqrt. What words, deiu* saints are these I heoi 
you jiie ? 
What l^th, what vows, are those whicb you «^ 
case? 

Cyd. -More cruel than the tyger o^er his spo^ 
And ^ser than the^weeping crocodile t 
Can you add vanity to guUt, and take 
A -pride to hear the conquests, which you make ? 
Go, puUi^h your renown ; let it be said. 
You have a woman, and that loved, betray'd. 

Cart. With what injustice is my faith acdOMd ! 
Life, freedom, empire, I at once refused ; 
And would a^ain ten thousand times for ycni. 

Aim. She'll have too great content to GM bim 
tnie; ^[ 

And therefore, since his love is not for m^ 
111 help to make my rival'a misery* lAsHtL 
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Spaniard, I never thought you false before. 

[To him. 
Can you at once two mistresses adore ? 
Keep tlie poor soul no longer in suspence, 
Your change is such as does not need defence. 

Cort Riddles like these I cannot understand. 

Aim. Why should you blush ? she saw you kiss 
my hand. 

Cyd. Fear not ; I will, while your first love's 
denied. 
Favour your shame, and turn my eyes aside ; 
My feeble hopes in her deserts are lost, 
I neither can such power nor beauty boast. 
I hav^ no tie upon you to be true, 
But that, which loosen'd yours, my love to you. 

Cart. Could you have heard my words ! 

Cyd. ^ Alas, what needs 

To hear your words, when I beheld your deeds ? 

Cort What shall I say? the fate of love is such. 
That still it sees too little or too much. 
That act of mine, which does your passion move. 
Was but a mark of my respect, not love. 

Aim. Vex not yourself excuses to prepare ; 
For one, you love not, is not worth your care. 

Cort. Cruel Almeria, take that life you gave ; 
Since you. but worse destroy me, while you save. 

Cyd. No, let me die, and 111 my claim resign ; 
For while I live, methinks, you should be mine. 

Cort. The bloodiest vengeance, which she could 
pursue. 
Would be a trifle to my loss of you. 

Cyd. Your change was wise ; for, had she been 
denied, 
A swift revenge had followed from her pride. 
You fi'om my gentle nature had no fears. 
All my revenge is only in my tears. 

VOL. II. z 
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Cart. Can you imagine I so mean could prove. 
To save my life by changing of my love ? 

Cyd. Since death is that which naturally we 
shun, 
You did no more than I, perhaps, had done. 
Cort Make me not doubt, Kur soul, your con- 
stancy ; 
You would have died for love, and so would I. 
Aim. You may believe him ; you Jiave se€» it 

proved. 
Cort. OEin I not gdn belief how I have loved ? 
What can thy ends, malicious beauty, be ? 
Can he, who kill'd thy brother, live for thee ? 

[ A nmse of dashing (f swords. 

[Vasquez within^ Indians against htm. 

Vasq. Yield, slaves, or die; our swords shall 

force our way. [Within. 

Ind. We cannot, though o'er-power'd, our trust 

betray. [^Within. 

Cort. Tis Vasquez*s voice, he brings me liberty. 

Vasq. In spite of fate I'll set' my general free ; 

[Within. 
Now victory for us, the town's our own.- 

Aim. All hopes of safety and of love are gone. 
As when some dreadful thunder-clap is nigh. 
The winged fire shoots swiftly through the sky. 
Strikes and consumes, ere scarce it does appear. 
And by the sudden ill prevents the fear ; 
Such is my state in this amazing woe. 
It leaves no power to think, much less to do. 

But shall my rival live ? shall she enjoy 

That love in peace, I laboured to destroy ? [Aside. 
Cort. Her looks grow black as a tempestuous 
wind ; 
Some raging thoughts are rolling in her mind. 

Aim. Rival, I must your jealousy remove. 
You shall, hereafter, be at rest for love. 
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Cyd. Now you are kind. 

Ahn. -T- He whom you love is true ; 

Sat he shall never be possest by you. 

[Draws her dagger ^ and runs towards her. 
Cart. Hold, hold, ah barbarous woman ! fly, oh 

fly! 
Cyd. Ah pity, pity, is no succour nigh ! 
Cort Run, run behind me ! there you may be 
sure. 
While I have life) I will your life secure. 

[Cydaria gets behind him. 

Ahn. On him, or thee, — flight vengeance any 

where ! [She stabs, and hurts him. 

— '- — What have I done ? I see his blood appear ! 

Cyd. It streams, it streams from everv vital part. 

Was there no w£ty but this to find his neart ? 

Aim. Ah ! cursed woman, what was my design ! 
This weapon's point shall mix that blood with 
' mine ! 
[Goes to stab herself, and being within his reach 

he snatches the de^ger. 
Cort Now neither Sfe nor death are in your 

power. 
Ahn. Then sullenly I'll wait my fatal hour. 

Enter Vasquez and Pizarro, with drawn swords. 

Vasq. He lives, he lives ! 

Cort. Unfetter me with speed ; 

Vasquez, I see you troubled that I bleed. 
But 'tis not deep, our army I can head. 

Vasq. You to a certain victory are led ; 
Your men, all arm'd, stand silently within. 
I with your freedom did the work begin. 

Fix. What friends we have, and how we came 
so strong. 
We'll softly tell you as we march along. 

6 
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Cort. In this safe place let me secure your fear. 

[To Cydabia. 
No clashing swords, no noise can enter here. 
Amidst our arms as quiet you shall be. 
As Halcyons brooding on a winter sea. 

Cyd. IjesLve me not here alone, and fuH of fright. 
Amidst the terrors of a dreadfiil night. 
You judge, alas, tnj cauisige by your own ; 
I never durst in darkness be alone. 
I beg, I throw me humbly at your feet. — • — 

Cort You must not go where you may dangers 
meet 
The unruly sword will no distinction make ; 
And beauty will not there give wounds, but take. 

Aim. Then stay and take me with you ; though 
to be 
A slave to wait upon your victory. 
My heart unmoved can noise and horror bear : 
Parting from you is all the death I fear. 

Cort. Almeria, 'tis enough I leave you free : 
You neither must stay here, nor go with me. 

Aim. Then take my life, that will my rest re- 
store ; 
'Tis all I ask, for saving yours before. 

Cort. That were a barbarous return of love. 

Aim. Yet, leaving it, you more inhuman prove. 
In both extremes I some relief should find ; 
Oh ! either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort Life of my soul, do not my absence mourn. 
But cheer your heart in hopes of my return. 

[IbCYD. 

Your noble father's life shall be my care ; 
And both your brothers I'm obliged to spare. 
Cyd. Fate makes you deaf, while I in vain im- 
plore ; — 
My heart forebodes, I ne'er shall see you more. 
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I have but one request, — ^when I am dead, 
Let not my rival to your love succeed. 

CarL Fate will be kinder. than your fears fore- 
tell; 
Farewell, my dear, 

Cyd. A long and last ferewell. 

• — So eager to employ the cruel sword ? 
Can you not one, not one last look afford ! 

Cort I melt to womanish tears, and if I stay, 
I find my lov^, my courage will betray ; 
Yon tower will keep you safe, but be so kind 
To your own life, that none may entrance find. 

Cyd. Then lead me there. [He leads her. 

For this one minute of your company, 
I go, methinks, with some content to die. 

\JElxeunt Coetbz, Vasquez, Pizabeo, tmd 
Cydaeia. 

Aha^ Farewell, O too much loved, since loved 
in vam !— * 
What dismal fortune does for me remain \ 
Night and despair my fatal footsteps guide ; 
That chance may give the death v^ich he denied: 

Coetez, Vasquez, Pizaeeo, and Spaniaeds 
return again. 

Cort. All I hold dear I trust to your defence ; 

\To Viz. 
Guard her, and on your life, remove not hence. 

[Exeunt Coetez and Vasquez. 
Pn. I'll venture that.— — 
The Gods are good ; Til leave her to their care, 
Steal from my post, and in the plunder share. 

[Emt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A chamber royals an Indian hammock 
discovered in it. 

Enter Odmar tvith soldiers, GuybMAH and Ali- 
BECH bound. 

Odm. Pate is more just than you to my desert, 
And in this act you blame, heaven takes my part 

Cruy. Can there be gods, and no revenge provide ? 

Odm. The gods are ever of the conquering side : 
She's now iny queen ; the Spaniards have agreed, 
I to my Other's empire shall succeed. 

AUb. How much I crowns contemn, I let thee see, 
Chusing the younger, and refusing thee. 

Gruy. Were she ambitious, she'd disdain to own 
The pag'eant pomp of such a servile throne ; 
A throne, which thou by parricide dost gain. 
And by a base submission must retain. 
. Alib. I loved thee not before ; but, Odmar, know, 
That now I hate thee, and despise thee too. 

Odm.With too much violence you crimes pursue. 
Which if I acted, *twas for love of you. 
This, if it teach not love, may teach you fear ; 
I brought not sin so far, to stop it here. 
Death in a lover's mouth would sound but ill ; 
But know, I either must enjoy, or kilL 

Alib. Bestow, base man,thy idle threats elsewhere. 
My mother's daughter knows not how to fear. — 
Since, Guyomar, I must not be thy bride. 
Death shall enjoy what is to thee denied. 

Odm. Then take thy wish 

Guj/. Hold, Odmar, hold. 
My right in Alibech I will resign ; 
Bather than see her die, I'll see her thine. 
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AUb. In vain thou would'st resign, for I will be. 
Even when thou leav'st me, constant still to thee : 
That shall not save my life. Wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her, who for herself wants fear ? 

Odm^ Her love to him shews me a surer way ; 
I by her love her virtue must betray. — [Aside. 
Since, Alibech, you are so true a wife, [To her. 
Tis in your power to save your husband's life. 
The gods, by me, younlove and virtue try ; 
For both will suflfer, if you let him die. 

AUb. I never can beueve you will proceed 
To such a black and execrable deed. 

Odm. I only threaten'd you ; but could not prove 
So much a fool, to murder what I love : 
But in his death I some advantage see : 
Worse than it is Vtn sure it cannot be. 
If you consent, you with that gentle breath 
Preserve his life : If not, behold his death. 

[Holds his sword to his breast. 

Alib. What shall I do ! 

Gv^. What, are your thoughts at strife 
About a ransom to preserve my life ? 
Though to save yours I did my interest give, 
Think not, when you were his, I meant to live. 

Alib. O let him be preserved by any way ! 
But name not the foul price which I ijiust pay. 

[2b Odm. 

Odm. You would, and would not, — I'll no longer 
stay. [Offers again to kill him. 

Alib. I yield, I yield ; but yet, ere I am ill. 
An innocent desire I would fulfill : 
With Guyomar I one chaste kiss would leave, j 
The first and last he ever can receive. 

CMm. Have what you ask. That minute you 
agree 
T(J my desires, your husband shall be free. 

[ [They unbind her, she goes to her husband. 
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Guy. No^ Alibech^ we never must embrace. 

[ jBfe turns from her. 
Your guilty kindness why do you misplace ? 
'Tis meant to him, he is your private choice ; 
I was made yours but by the public voice. 
And now you leave me with a poor pretence. 
That your ill act is for my life*s defence. 

A^. Since there remains no other means to by, 
Think I am false ; I omnot see you die. 

Cruy. To give for me both life and honour too. 
Is more, perhaps, than I could give for you. 
You have done much to cure my jealousy. 
But cannot perfect it unless both die ! 
For since both cannot live, who stays behind 
^f ust be thought fearful, or, what's worse, unkind 

Alib. I never could propose that death you diuse; 
But am, Uke you, too jealous to refuse. 

[^Embracing him. 
Together dying, we together show 
That both did pay that faith, which both did owe. 

Odm. It then remains I act my own design : 
Have you your wills, but I will first have mine. 

Assist me, soldiers 

[They go to hind her : She cries out. 

Enter Vasquez, and two Spaniards. 

Vasq. Hold, Odmar, hold ! I come in happy time 
To hinder my misfortune, and your crime. 

Odm. You ill return the kindness I have shown. 

Vasq. Indian, I say, desist. 

Odm. Spaniard, be gone. 

Vasq. This lady 1 did for myself design : 
Dare you attempt her honour, who is mine ? 

Odm. You're much mistaken ; this is she, whom I 
Did with my father's loss, and country'^, buy : 
She, whom your promise did to me convey. 
When all things else ware made your common prey. 
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Vdsq. That promise made, excepted one for me ; 
One whom I still reserved, and this is she. 
Odm. This is not she ; you cannot be so base. 
Vasq. I love too deeply to mistake the face. 
The vanquished must receive the victor's laws. 
Odm. If I am vanquish'd, I myself am cause. 
F^asq. Then thank yourself for what you undergo. 
Odhn. This lawless might does justice overthrow. 
f^asq. Traitors,likey6u, should never justice name. 
Odm. You owe your triumphs to that traitor's 
shame. 
But to your general I'll my right refer. 

Fiasq. He never will protect a ravisher. 
His generous heart will soon decide our strife ; 
He to your bnother will restore his wife. 
It rests we two our claim in combat try, 
And that with this fair prize the victor fly. 

Odm. Make haste, 
I cannot suffer to be long perplext ; 
Conquest is my first wish, and death my next. 

[They fights the Spaniards and Indians fight. 
AUb. The gods the wicked by themselves o'er- 
throw. 
All fight against us now, and for us too ! 

[Unbinds her husband. 
[ The two Spaniards and three Itndians kill each 
other, Vasquez kills Odmab, Guyomae 
runs to his brother's sword. 
Vasq. Now you are mine; my greatest foe is 
slain. [7b Al. 

Guy. A greater still to vanquish does remain. 
Fasq. Another yet ! 
The wounds, I make, but sow new enemies. 
Which fi:omtheirblood,likeearth-bombrfethren,rise. 
Guy. Spaniard, take breath: Some respite I'll 
afibrd. 
My cause is more advantage than your sword. 
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Voiq. Thou art so bray&-— <)puld it with honour 
be, 
I'd seek thy friendship more than victory. 
Guy. Friendship with him, whose hand did Od- 
mar kill ! 
Base as he was, he was my brother still. 
And since his blood has wash'd away his guilt. 
Nature asks thine for that which thou hast spilt. 
[ They fight a little and breathe, Alibech takes 
up a sword and comes on. 
Alib. My weakness may help something in the 

strife. 
Guy. Kill not my honour to preserve my life : 

[^Staying' her. 
Rather than by thy aid I'll conquest gain, 
Without defence I poorly will be slain. 

l^Shegoes back, ikey fight again, YASOJiEzfiills. 
Guy. Now, Spaniard, l^g thy life, and thou shalt 

live. 
Vasq. 'Twere vain to ask thee what thou canst 
not give ; 
My breath goes out, and I am now no more ; 
Yet her, I loved, in de£(th I will adore. [^Dies. 
Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from hence remove. 
This is a night of horror, not of love. 
From every part I hear a dreadful noise. 
The vanquish'd crying, and the victor's joys. 
I'll to my father's aid and country's fly. 
And succour both, or in their ruin die. [Exeunt. 

SCENE ll^A Prism. 

Montezuma, and Indian High Priest, bound; Pi- 
ZARRO, Spaniards with swords drawn, a Christian 
Priest. 

Piz. Thou hast not yet discovered all thy store. 
Mont. I neither can nor will discover more ; 
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The gods will punish you, if they he just ; . 
The gods will plague your sacrilegious lust. 

Chr. Priest Mark how this impioua heathen jus- 
tifies 
His own false gods, and our true God denies ! 
How wickedly he has refused his wealth, . 
And hid his gold from christian hands, by stealth. 
Dowi) with him, kill him, merit heaven thereby. 
Ind. High Pr. Can heaven be author of such 

cruelty ? 
Pk. Since neither threats nor kindness will pre- 
vail, 
We must by other means your minds assail ; 
Fasten the engines ; stretch 'em at their length. 
And pull the straiten'd cords with all your strength. 
[ They fasten them to the rack^ and then puU them. 
Mont. The gods, who made me once a king, shall 
know, 
I still am worthy to continue so. 
Though now the subject of your tyranny, 
I'll plague you worse than you can punish me. 
Ejiow, I have gold, which you shall never find ; 
No pains, no tortures shall unlock my mind. 
Chr. Pr. Pull harder yet; he does not feel the rack. 
Mont. Pull 'till my veins break, and my sinews 

crack. 
Ind. High Pr. When will you end your barbarous 
cruelty ? 
I beg not to escape, 1 beg to die. 
Mont. Shame on thy priesthood, that such prayers 
can bring ! 
Is it not brave, to suffer with thy king ? 
When monarchs suffer, gods themselves bear part ; 
Then well mayest thou, who but my vassal art. 
I charge thee, dare not groan, nor shew one sign. 
Thou at thy torments dost the least repine. 
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Ind. High Pr. You took an oath, wlien you re- 
ceiyed the orown. 
The heavens should pour their usual blessings down ; 
The sun should shine, the earth its firoits produce. 
And nought be wanting to your subjects' use : 
Yet we with famine were op^nrest, and now 
Must to the yoke of cruel nmsters bow. 

Mcnt. If those above, who made the wadd, <»uld 
be 
Forgetful of it, why then blamest thou me ? 

Chr. Pr. Those pains, O pnnce, thou suffer'st 
now, are Ught 
Compared to those, which, when thy soul takes 

flight, 
Immortal, endless, thou must then endure. 
Which death begins, and time can never cure. 

Mont. Thou art deceived ; for whensoe'er I die, 
The Sun, my father, bears my soul on high : 
He lets me down a beam, and mounted there. 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the air. 
I in the eastern parts, and rising sky. 
You in heaven's downfal, and the west must lie. 

Chr. Pr. Fond man, by heathen ignorance mis- 
led. 
Thy soul destroying when thy body's dead : 
Change yet thy faith, and buy eternal rest. 

If^. High Pr. Die in your own, for our belief is 
best. 

M(mt. In seeking happiness you both agree. 
But in the search, the paths so diff<»*ent be. 
That all religions with each other fight. 
While only one can lead us in the right. 
But till that one hath some more certain mark. 
Poor human kind must wander in the dark ; 
And suffer pain eternally below. 
For that, which here we cannot o(Hne to know. 
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Chr. Pr. That which you worship, and which you 
believe. 
From nature*s common hand we both receive. 
AH, under various names, adore and love 
One Power immense, which ever rules above. 
Vice to abhor, and virtue to pursue. 
Is both believed and taught by us and you. 
But here our worship takes another way— — 

Mont Where both agree, 'tis there most safe to 



For what's more vain than public light to shun. 
And set up tapers, while we see the sun ? 

Chr. Pr. Though nature teaches whom we should 
adore. 
By heavenly beams we still discover more. 

Mont. Or this must be enough, or to mankind 
One equal way to bliss is not design'd ; 
For though some more may know, and some know 

less. 
Yet all must know enough for happiness. 

Chr. Pr. If in this middle way you still pretend 
To stay, your journey never will have end. 

Mont Howe'er, 'tis better in the midst to stay. 
Than wander farther in uncertain way. 

Chr. Pr. But we by martyrdom our faith avow. 

Mont. You do no more than I for ours do now. 

To prove religion true 

If either wit or sufferings would suffice. 
All faiths afford the constant and the wise. 
And yet even they, by education sway'd. 
In age defend what infancy obey'd. 

Chr. Pr. Since age by erring childhood is misled. 
Refer yourself to our unerring head. 

Mont. Man, and not err ! what reason can you 
give? 

Chr.Pr. Renounce that carnal reason, and believe: 
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Mimt The light of nature should I thus betray, 
'Twere to wink hard, that I might see the day. 
Chr. Pr. Condemn not yet the way yau do not 
know; 
I'll make your reason judge what way to go. 

Mont. Tis much too late for me new ways to take. 
Who have but one short step of life to make. 
Piz. Increase their pains, the cords are yet too 

slack. 
Chr. Pr. I must by force convert him on the rack. 
Ifid. High. Pr. I faint away, and find I can no 
more. — 
Give leave, O king, I may reveal thy store. 
And free myself from pains I cannot bear. 

Mont. Think'st thou I lie on beds of roses here. 
Or in a wanton bath stretched at my ease ? 
Die, slave, and with thee die such thoughts as these. 
[High Priest turns aside, and dies. 

Enter Coetez attended hy Spaniards, he speaks 
entering. 

Cart On pain of death, kill none but those who 
fight; 
I much repent me of this bloody night. 
Slaughter grows murder when it goes too far. 
And makes a massacre what was a war.^ 
Sheathe all your weapons, and in silence move, 
'Tis sacred here to beauty, and to love. 

Ha [Sees Mont. 

What dismal sight is this, which takes firom irie 
All the delight, that waits on victory ! 

[Runs to take him off the rach 
Make haste. — How now, religion, do you firown? 
Haste, holy avarice, and help him down. — 
Ah, father, father, what do I endure 

[Embracing MoY^T, 
To see these wounds my pity cannot cure ! 
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M(mt Am I so low that you should pity bring. 
And give an infant's comfort to a king ? 
Asfc these, if I have once unmanly "groan*d ; 
Or aught have done deserving to be moan'd. 

Cort Did I not charge, thou shouldst not stir 
from hence ? \To Piz, 

But martial law shall punish thy offence. — 
And you, \To the Christian Priest. 

Who saucily teach monarchs to obey, 
And the wide world in narrow cloisters sway ; 
Set up by kings as humble aids of power, 
You that which bred you, viper-like, devour. 
You enemies of crowns 

Chr. Pr. Come, let's away, 
We but provoke his fury by our stay. 

Cort If this go free, farewell that discipline. 
Which did in Spanish camps severely shine. 
Accursed gold, 'tis thou hast caused these crimes ; 
Thou turn'st our steel against thy parent climes ! 
And into Spain wilt fatally be brought, 
Since with the price of blood thou here art bought. 
[Exeunt Priest and Pizarro. 
[CoRTEZ kneels hy Montezuma, and weeps. 

Cort Can you forget those crimes they did com- 
mit? 

Mont I'll do what for my dignity is fit. 
Rise, sir, I'm satisfied the fault was theirs. 
Trust me; you make me weep to see your tears. 
Must I chear you ? 

Cort. Ah heavens ! 

Mont You're much to blame ; 
Your grief is cruel, for it shews my shame. 
Does my lost crown to my remembrance bring. 
But weep not you, and I'll be still a king. 
You have forgot, that I your death design'd. 
To satisfy the proud Almeria's mind. 
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You, who preserved my life, I doom'd to die. 
Cort. Your love did that, and not your cruelty. 

Enter a Spaniard. 

Span. Prince Guyomar the combat still maintains, 
Our men retreat, and he their ground regains. 
But once encouraged by our general's sight. 
We boldly should renew the doubtful fight. 

Cort. Remove not hence, you shall not long at- 
tend ; ^ [2b Montezuma. 
I'll aid my soldiers, yet preserve my fiiend. 

Mont. Excellent man ! [Exeunt Cortez, S^jc. 
But I, by living, poorly take the way 
To injure goodness, which I cannot pay. 

Enter Almeria, 

Aim. Ruin and death run arm'd through eyery 
street ; 
And yet that fate, I seek, I cannot meet. 
What guards misfortunes are and misery ! 
Death, that strikes all, yet seems afraid of me. 

Mont. Almdria here ! Oh turn away your face ! 
Must you be witness too of my disgrace ? 

Aim. I am not that Almeria whom you knew, 
But want that pity I denied to you. 
Your conqueror, alas, has vanquish'd me ; 
But he refuses his own victory. 
While all are captives in your conquer'd state, 
I find a wretched freedom in his hate. 

Mont. Could'st thou thy love on one who scom'd 
thee lose ? 
He saw not with my eyes, who could refuse. 
Him, who could prove so much unkind to thee, 
I ne'er will suffer to be kind to me. 

Aim. I am content in death to share your fate ; 
And die for him I love, with him I hate. 
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Mc/n^ Wbftt sbaU I do m this perplexib^stnik ! 
My 'tortured linibs< refuse to bear my uns^ht. 

l^End^ammrhgf ia walk, not being aib. 
I cannot go< to death to set me free i 
Death must be kind^ and eonoe himaetf to me. 

Aim. I've thought upon't ; I have affiiiBsbelow, 

[ Alm. muMng. 
Whidi I must needs despatch before I goi<r--^ 
Sir, I have found a place where you may be, [7b him. 
(Though not preserved) yet, l&e a king, die free ; 
The general left yom: daughter in the liower,, 
We may a while resist the Spaniards' power. 
If Guyomar prevail 

Mont Make haste and call ; 
Shell hear your voice, ^nd a^snreir from the walL 

Ah$. My voice she knowsi and fisan,. but lue your 
own ; 
And, to ^in entmneev feign yoa ave alone. 

[Alm. steps behind. 

Mont. Cydanal 

Aim.. Louder, 

Mont Daughter!' 

Aim. Louder yet. 

Mwt Thou canst not, siue,. thy fiithei's voice, 
fbrget [^He bnoebs a6Jka^daof\ at last Cy- 
B AEiA lofdks over ike baihmy. 

Cyd. Since my love went, I have been Inglbted so. 
With (Msmal groans^ and noises fix)m belDW, 
I durst not smd my eyes abroad, for fear 
Of seCTfig dangers^ which I yet \inti hear. 

Mont. Cydaria! 

Cyd. Sure, 'ti(» my fether calls. 

Momt Dear child, make haste ; 
All hotpe of succour, but from thee, la past 
As wten, upon the sands,, the tEaxreUer 
Sees the high sea come rolling from afar, 

VOL. IL % A 
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The land grow short, he mends his weary paee. 
While deJEith behind him covers all the place ; 
So I, by swift misfortunes, am pursued. 
Which on eadi other are, like waves, renewed. 
Cyd. Are you alone ? 
Mimti I am. 
Cyd. rU stixdt descend ; 
Heaven did you here for both our safeties send. 
[Cydaria descends and opens the door^ Alme- 
RiA rushes betwixt with Montezuma. 
Cyd. Almeria here ! then I am lost again. 

[Both thrust. 
Aim. Yield to my strength, you struggle but in 
vain. 
Make haste and shut, our enemies appear. 

rCajiTJLZ and Spaniards appear at the other end. 
Cyd. Then do you enter, and let me stay here. 
[As she speaks, Almeria overpowers her, 
thrusts her in, and shuts. 
Cort. Sure I both heard her voice and saw her face ; 
She's like a vision vanish'd from the place. 
Too late I find my absence was too long ; 
My hopes grow sickly, and my fears grow strong. 
[JH> knocks a little^ then Montezuma, Cyda- 
RiA, and Almeria, appear abaoe. ' 
Aim. Look up, look up, and see if you can know 
Those, whom in vain you think to find below. 
Cyd. Look up, and see Cydaria's lost estate. 
< Mont. And cast one look on Montezuma's fiite. 
Cort. Speak not such dismal words as wound my 
ear; 
Nor name death to me,, when Cydaria's there. 
Despair not, sir ; who knows but conquering Spain 
May part of what you lost restore again ? 
Mont. No, Spaniard ; know, he who, to empire 
bom. 
Lives to be less, deserves the victor's scorn. 
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Kings and their orowns have but one.destiny. 
Power is their life ; when that expires, they die. 

Cyd. What dreadful words are these ! 

M(mt. Name life no more ; 
Tis now a torture worse than all I bore, 
ril not be bribed to suffer life, but die, 
In spite of your mistaken clemency. 
I was your slave, and I was used like one ; 
The shame continues when the pain is gone. 
Butl'm a king while this is in my hand — [His sword. 
He wants no subjects, who can death command. 
You should have tied him up, t'have conquered me ; 
But he's still mine, and thus he sets me free. 

[Stabs himself. 

Cyd. Oh, my dear father ! 

Abn. When that is forced, there yet remain two 

more. 
[The Soldiers break open the first door, and go in. 
We shall have time enough to take our way. 
Ere any can our fetal journey stay. 

Mont Already mine is past. — O, Powers divine. 
Take my last thanks ; no longer I repine ; 
I might have lived my own mishap to mourn. 
White some would pity me, but more would scorn ! 
For pity only on fresh objects stays. 
But with the tedious sight of woes decays. 
Still less and less my boiling spirits flow ; 
And I grow stiff, as cooling metals do.— 
Farewell, Almeria. [Dies. 

Cyd. He's gone, he's gone. 
And leaves poor me defenceless here alone. 

AJm. You shall not long be so. Prepare to die. 
That you may bear your fether company. 

Cyd. O name not death to me ! you fright me so. 
That with the fear I shall prevent the blow. 
I know, your mercy's more than to destroy 
A thing so young, so innocent as I. 
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Cart. Whence oaD piooecii Ay enid tiiifft of 
blood. 
Ah, barbarous woman? Woman I that's too good. 
Too mild for thee. There's pity in that nune. 
But thou hast lost thy pity with thy shame. 

Aim. Your cruel words have pierced me to die 
heart ; 
But on my rival I'll revenge my smart. 

Cort. Oh stay your hand ! and, to redeem my fault, 
rU speak t^e kindest words 
That tongue e^er utter'd, or that heart e^er thought. 
Dear— lovely sweet— 

Aim. This Imt off^ids me m<Nie ; 
You act your kindness on Cydaria's score. 

Cyd. For his dear sake, let me my liib reo^re. 

AM. Fool, for his sake alone you must not live. 
Revenge is now my joy ; he's not for me. 
And I'U make sure he ne^jr shall be for thee. 

Cyd. But what's my crime ? 

Aim. 'TIS loving where J lova 

Cyd. Your own exaniiple does my aot approve. 

Aim. Tis such a fault I never can fcvr^ve. 

Cyd. How can I mend, unless you let me live? 
I yet am t^ider, young, and full of fear. 
And dare not die, but fkin would tarry here.. ^ 

Cort. If blood you seek, I will my own resign. 
O spare her life, anfl in exchapge take mine ! 

Aim. The love you shew but hastes b^c death 
the more. 

Cort. I'll run, and help to force the mner 4oor. 

J^Is going in koHe. 

Aim. Stay, Spaniard, stay ; depart not from my 
eyep. 
That moinent that I lose your sight, she dies. 
To look on you, I'll grant a short reprieve. 

Cort. O make y#ur gift more full, and let her Hve ! 



Digitized by 



Googk 



SC£N£ II. THE INDIAN EMPEROR. 373 

I dm& not CO ; &ild yet how dare I stay 1-^ ' 
Her I would save, I mdrder either way. 

Cfdi Call you be eio hat^-hedrted to ctestroy 
My ripening hi^pe», that are ^ near to j6y ? 
I Jfttst ttptm)acb to lill I would possess : 
Death only standi 'tWixt m^ «nd happiness. 

Aim. Your fatbdr, with hi^ life, has lost his 
throne i 
Your country's freedom and renown is gone. 
HMfour reqmfes yodr death ; you must obey. 

Cyd. Do you die first, and shew tne then the way. 

Ahfi. Should you notfdlow,myrevengetvere lost 

Cf/d. Then rise again, and fright me with your 



Aim. I win ndt tfust to that ; smed death I chuse, 
rU liot ledve you that life which I refrise. 
If death's a pain^ it is not less to me ; 
And if 'tis nothing, 'tis no moref to thee. 
But hark I th0 nmse increases from behind ; 
They're near, and mar prevent what I design'd. 
tkk^ there a rival's gift. ^Sms her. 

Cort. Perdition seize thee for so black a deed ! 

AIM4 Blame not an aciv which did from lore pro- 
<5eed« 
ril thut f erenge tiie^ with this fatal blow ; 

IStab^ herself. 
Stand fkif, Md left my heart-blood on thee flow. 

Cyd. Stay, life, aild keep m^ in the cheerful light ! 
Death is too black, and dwells iri too mudh night 
Thou leaVst B^e, life, but love suppli^ thy part^ 
And keepl^ itie "W&rta^ by lingering in my heart 
Yet dlying foi him, I thy claitn remove ; 
Ho# de» it dos^s to conquer in my love I 
Now strike : Thftt thought, I hope^ will arm iHy 
breai^ 

Aim. Ah, With what differing passions am I prest ! 
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Cyd. Death, when f^ off, did terrible appear ; 
But looks less dreadful as he comes more near. 

Aim. O rival, I have lost the power to kill ; 
Strength hath forsook my arm, and rage my will. 
I must surmount that love which thou hast shown ; 
Dying for him is due to me alone. 
Thy weakness shall not boast the victory ; 
Now thou shalt live, and dead Til conquer thee : 
Soldiers, assist me down. 

[Exeunt from above, led by Soldiers^ and enter 
both, led by Cortez. 

Cort. Is there no danger then ? [To Cydaria. 

Cyd. You need not fear 
My wound ; I cannot die when you are near. 

Cort You, for my sake, life to Cydaria give ; 

[To Alm. 
And I could die for you, if you might live. 

Aim. Enough, I die content, now you are kind ; 

Kill'd in my limbs, reviving in my mind. 

Come near, Cydaria, and forgive my crime. 

[Cydaria starts bach. 
You need not fear my rage a second time : 
rU bathe your wounds in tears for my offepce. 
That hand, which made it, makes this recompence. 

[Ready to join their hands. 
I would have join'd you, but my heart's too high : 
You will, too soon, possess him when I die. 

Cort. She faints ; O softly set her down. 

Aim. *Tis past ! 
In thy loved bosom let me breathe my last. 
Here, in this one short moment that I live, 
I have whate'er the longest life could give. [Dies. 

Cort. Farewell,thou generous maid: Even victory, 
Glad as it is, must lend some tears to thee ; 
Many 1 dare not shed, lest you believe [To Cyd. 
I joy in you less than for her I grieve. 
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Cyd. Biit are you sure she's dead ? 
I must embrace you fast, before I know. 
Whether my life be yet secure, or no. 
Some other hour I will to tears' allow. 
But, having you, can shew no sorrow now* 

Enter GTSYOUARandAiASEcnhound^ mthSoidiers. 

Cart Prince Guyomar in bonds I O friendship's 
shame ! 
It makes me blush to own a victor's name. 

[Unbinds him, Cydaria, Alibech. 
Cyd. See, Aubech, Almeria lies there ; 
But do not think 'twas I that murder'd her. 

[Alibech kneels, and kisses her dead sister. 
Cort. Live, and enjoy more than your conqueror. 

[ToGUYOMAK. 

Take all my love, and share in all my power. 

Guy. Think me not proudly rude, if I forsake 
Those gifts I cannot with my honour take. 
I for my country fought, and would again. 
Had I yet left a country to maintain. 
But since the Gods decreed it otherwise, 
I never will on its dear ruins rise. 

AUb. Of all your goodness leaves to our dispose. 
Our liberty's the onfy gift we chuse. 
Absence alone can make our sorrows less ; 
And not to see what we can ne'er redress. 

Guy. Northward, beyond the mountains, we will 

Where rocks lie cover'd with eternal snow. 
Thin herbage in the plains and fruitless fields. 
The sand no gold, the mine no silver yields. 
There love and freedom we'll in peace enjoy ; 
No Spaniards will that colony destroy. 
We to ourselves will all our wishes grant ; 
And, nothing coveting, can nothing want 
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Cert. First yoot giMt feAa:^6 fumral poiilp pro- 
vide; 
That done, m peace your gaierDtts exiks gtude ; 
While I loud tiMtfA» pay to the iVmecs aSove, 
Thus dooUy Uiest^ with ocmquest, and mtk lova 

[Exeunt. 
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THE MAIDEN QUEEN. 



The Maiden Queen is taid^ by Langbaine^ to be founded upon 
certain passages in " The Graiui Cyru8»" and in '' Ibrahim^ the 
ilhistrious Bassa.'' Few readers will prdbabl j take the trouble of 
consulting these huge volumes* for the purpose of ascertaining the 
truth of tnis charge. Even our dut j^ as editors^ cannot impel us 
to the ta|k ; satisfied, as we are, that, since these ponderous folios 
at that time loaded every toilettet Dryden can hardly have taken 
more from such well*knawn sources, than the mere outline of the 
story. Indeed, to a certain de^ee, the foundation of the plot* 
upon a story in the '^ Cyrus," is admitted by the author* The 
character of the Queen is admirably drawn, and the catastrophe is, 
brou^t very artfully forward ; the uncertainty^ as to her final de* 
cision* continuing till the last moment. In this^ as in all our author's 
plays^ some passages of beautiful poeti^ occur in the dialogue; as, 
for example* the scene in act 3d betwixt Philocles and Candiope. 
The characters* excepting that of the Maiden Queen herself, are 
lame and uninteresting. Philocles^ in particular* has neither 
enough of love to make him despise ambition, nor enough of am« 
bition to make him break the fetters of love. We might have ad-^ 
mired him* had he been constant ; or sympathised with him^ had 
he sinned against his affections* and repented ; but there is nothing 
interesting in the vacillationis of his indecision. The comic part 
of the play contains much of what was thought wit in the reign of 
Charles II. ; for marriage b railed against* and a male and female 
rake join in extolling the pleasures of a sinele life* even while the 
usage of the theatre compels them, at lengUi* to put on the matri- 
monial chains. It is surprising* that no venturous author, in that 
gay age, concluded, by making such a couple happy in their own 
way. The novelty of such a catastrophe would have insured its 
success ; and, unlike to the termination of the loves of Celadon 
and Florimel, it would have been strictly in character. 

The Maiden Queen was first acted in 1667 ; and printed, as the 
poet has informed us, by the command of Charles himself* wha 
graced it with the title of his play. Dryden mentions the excel- 
fence of the acting, so it was probably received very favourably. 
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PREFACE. 



It has been the ordinary practice of the French 
poets, to dedicate their wbrlcs of this nature to their 
king ; espedaUy when they have bad the least en- 
couragement to it, by his approbation of them on 
the stage. But, I confess, I want the confidence 
to follow their example, though, perhaps^ I have as 
specious pretences to it, for this piece, as any they 
can boast of; it having been owned in so particuliur 
a manner by his majesty, that he has graced it with 
the title of his play, and thereby rescued it fi-om the 
severity (that I may not say malice) of its enemies. 
But though a character so high and undeserved has 
not raised in me the presumption to offer such a 
trifle to his most serious view, yet I will own the 
vanity to say, that after this glory which it has re- 
ceived from a sovereign prince, I could not send it 
to seek protection from any subject. Be this poem, 
then, sacred to him, without uie tedious form of 
a dedication, and without presuming to interrupt 
those hours which he is daily giving to the peace 
and settiement of his people. 

For what else concerns this play, I would tell the 
reader, that it is regular^ according to the strictest 



Digitized by 



Googk 



384 PREFACE. 

of dramatic laws ; but that it is a commendation 
which many of our poets now despise, and a beau- 
ty which our common audiences do not easily cUs^ 
cem. Neither indeed do I value myself upon it ; 
because, with all that symmetry of parts, it may 
want an air and snirit {^hich coQsists in the wri- 
ting) to set it off. Tlsc a question variously dispu- 
ted, whether an author may be allowed as a compe- 
tent judge of his own works. As to the fabric and 
contrivance of them, i£rta)(4y he may ; for that is 
properly the employment of the judgmei^t; which, 
as a master-builder, he may determine, and that 
without deception, whether the work be according 
to &f ' exactness of Ihci model } still graBting him 
to btve a pafect idea of thai pattevn by wk^ h^ 
works, and that he keepa himself aihroys eon^tant 
to the discourse of bis judgm^t, without admittiiig 
adtf-loVe, which ia the false surveyor of his faney^, to 
intormue^dl^ in it^ Tbese.q^ualifieations granted (be- 
ing such as all sound poets are presupposed to have 
withidQ them), I think all writers, of what kind ao^ 
evev, miay infallibly judge.of the frame and cootex- 
ture of their works. But fov the orpaHieot of wri- 
tings which is greater, more various, and hktirre in 
poesy than in any other kind, as it is pi:QpeE]y the 
ebild of fimcy, so it can receive no measure, or at 
least but a very imper&ct one, of its own excdteiK 
C9t% or fidluies, from the judgment. Self-love (which 
eniters but rarely into thei c^Sces of the judgment) 
here predominates ; an4 &ncy (if I may so speak,) 
judging d£ itself, can be no more certain, or demon- 
native of its own effects, than two crooked Baes 
can be the adequate measure of each other* What 
I have said on this subject may, perhaps, give me 
some credit with my readers, in my opmion of this 
play, which I have ever valu^ above the rest of 
my follies of this kind ; yet not thereby in the least 

9 
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dissenting from tfa^ judgment, who have conclu- 
ded the writing of this to be much inferior to my 
'' Indian Emperor." But the arniment of that was 
much more noble, not having the allay of comedy 
to depress it ; yet if this be more perfect, either in 
its kind, or in the general notion of a play, it is as 
much as I desure to have granted for the vindication 
of my opinion, and what as nearly touches me, the 
sentence of a royal judge. Many have imagined 
the character of Phdocks to be faulty ; some for 
not discovering the queen's love, others for his join-* 
ing in her restraint ; but though I am not of their 
number, who obstinately defend what they have 
once said, I niay, with modesty, take up those an- 
jBwers which have beeti made for me by my friends ; 
namely, that Philocles, who was but a gentleman 
of ordinary birth, had no reason to guess so soon 
at the queen's passion ; she being a person so much 
above him, and, by the suffrages of all her people, 
already destined to Lysimantes : Besides^ that he 
was prepossessed (as the queen somewhere hints it 
to him) with another inclination, which rendered 
him less clear-sighted in it, since no man, at the 
same time, can distinctly view two different ob* 
jects ; and if this, with any shew of reason, may be 
defended, I leave my masters, the critics, to deter- 
mine, whether it be not much more condudng to 
the beauty of my plot, that Philocles should be 
long kept ignorant of the queen's love, than that 
with one leap he should have entered into the know- 
ledge of it, and thereby freed himself, to the dis- 
gust of the audience, from that pleasing labyrinth 
of errors which was prepared for him. As for that 
other objection, of his joining in the queen's impri- 
sonment, it is indisputably mat which every man*, 
if he examines himself, would have done on the 
like occasion. If they answer, that it takes from 
VOL. II. 2 b 
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the height of his character to do it ,; I would en- 
quire of my overwise censors, who told them I ii^ 
tended him a perfect character, or, indeed, what 
necessity was tnere he should be so, the variety of 
images being ohe great beauty of a play ? It was as 
mudi as I designed, to shew one great and abwlute 
pattern of honour in my poem, which I did in the 
person of the queen ; all the defects of the other 
parts being set to shew, the more to recommend 
that one character of virtue to the audience. But 
neither was the fault of Philocles so great, if the 
circumstances be considered, which, as moral philo- 
sophy assures us, make the essential differences of 
good and bad ; he himself best explaining his own 
intentions in his last act, which was the restora-. 
tion of his queen ; and even before that, in the ho- 
nesty of his expressions, .when he was unayoidably 
led by the impulsions of his love to do it. That, 
which with more reason was objected as an inde- 
corum, is the management of the last scene of the 
play, where Celadon and Florimel are treating too 
lightly of their marriage in the presence of the 
queen, who likewise seems to stand idle, while the 
great action of the drama is still depending. This 
I cannot otherwise defend, than by telling you, I 
so designed it on purpose, to make my play go off 
more smartly ; that scene being, in the opinion of 
the best judges, the most divertising of the whole 
comedy. But though the artifice succeeded, I am 
willing to acknowledge it as a fault, since it pleased 
his majesty, the best judge, to think it so. 

I have only to add, that the play is founded on a 
story in the ** Cyrus," which he calls, the Queen of 
Corinth ; in whose character, as it has been affirmed 
to me, he represents that of the famous Christina, 
Queen of .Sweden. This is what I thought conve- 
nient to write by way of preface to " The Maiden 
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Queen f in the reading of which I fear you will 
not meet with that satisfaction, which you have 
had in seeing it on the stage ; the chief parts of it, 
both serious and comic, being |>erformed to that 
height of excellence, that nothing but a command, 
which I could not handsomely disobey, could have 
given me the courage to have made it public 
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PROLOGUE. 

I. 

Hi who writ this^ not without pahis and thought, 
From French and English theatres has brought 
The exactest rules, by which a play is wrought. 

IL 

The unities of action, place, and time ; 
The scenes unbroken; and a mingled chime 
Of Jonson's humour, with ComeiUe's rhyme. 

III. 

But while dead colours he with care did lay. 
He f<unrs his wit, or plot, he did not weigh, 
Whioi are the living beauties of a play« 

IV. 

Plays are like towns, which, ho^we'er fortified 
By engineers, have still some weaker side, 
By the o'er-seen defendant unespied. 

V. 

And with that art you make approaches now ; 
Sudh skilful fury in assaults you show. 
That every poet without shame may bow. 

VI. 

Ours, therefore, humbly would attend your doom. 
If, soldierlike, he may have terms to come. 
With flying-colours, and with beat of drum. 

The Prologue goes out, and slays while a tune is 
played, after which he returns again* 
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I HAD forgot one half^ I do protest. 

And now am sent again to speak the rest 

He bows to every great and noble wit ; 

But to the little Hectors of the pit 

Our poet's sturdy^ and will not submit. 

He'll be beforehand with 'em, and not stay 

To see each peevish critic stab his play ; 

£ach puny censor, who, his skill to boast, 

Is cheaply witty on the poet's cost 

No critic's verdict should, of right, stand good. 

They are excepted all, as men of blood ; 

And the same law shall shield him from their fury. 

Which has excluded butchers from a jury. 

You'd all be wit s 

But writing's tedious, and that way may fiul ; 
The most compendious method is to rail : 
Which you so like, you think yourselves ill used, 
When in smart prologues you axe not abused. 
A civil prologue is approved by no man ; 
You hate it, as you ao a civil woman. 
Your fancy's j^ll'd, and liberally you pay 
To have it qmcken'd ere you see a play ; 
Just as old sinners, worn from their delight. 
Give money to be whipp'd to appetite. 
But what a pox ke^ I so much ado 
To save our poet? He is one^of youj 
* A brother judgment, and, as I hear say, 
A cursed critic as e'er damn'd a play. 
Good savage gentlemen, your own kind spare ; 
He is, like you, a very wolf or bear ; 
Yet think not he'll your ancient rights invade. 
Or stop the course of your free damning trade ; 
For he (he vows) at no friend's play can sit. 
But he must needs find fault, t6 shew his wit. 
Then, for his sake, ne'er stint your own delight ; 
Throw boldly, for he sits to all that write ; 
With such he ventures on an even lay» 
For they brin^ ready money into play. 
Those who write not, and yet all writers nick. 
Are bankrupt gamestef s, for they damn on tick. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON^E. 



Lysimantes, first Prince of the Blood. 
Philocles, the Queen' sjhvourite. 
Celadon, a courtier. 

Queen of Sicily. 

Candiofe, Princess qfthe Blood. 
AsTERiA, the QueerCs confidante. , 
Florimel, a maid of honour. 
Flavia, another maid of honour. 

Melissa, mother to Olinda and Sabina. 
Guards^ Pages of Honour ^ Soldiers. 
SCENE— iSiW/y, - 
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SECRET LOVE; 



OE THE 



MAIDEN QUEEN. 



ACT L 



SCENE l.— IValks near the Court 

Enter Celadon awrf Asteria, meeting each other ^ 
he in a riding-habit; they embrace. 

Cel. Dear Asteria ! 

' Ast My dear brother, welcome! A thousand 
welcomes ! Methinks, this year you have been ab- 
sent has been so tedious ! — I hope, as you have 
made a pleasant voyage, so you have brought your 
good humour back again to court ? 

Cel. I never yet knew any company I could not 
be merry in, except it were an old woman's. 

Ast Or at a funeral. 

Cel. Nay, for that you shall excuse me ; for I was 
never merrier than I was at a creditor's of mine, 
whose book perished with him. But what new 
beauties have you at court ? How dc| Melissa's two 
fair daughters ? 
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Ast. When you teir me which of them you are 
in love with, 111 answer you. 

Cel. Which of them, naughty sister! what a ques- 
tion's there ? With both of them ; with eadi and 
singular of them. 

Jlst Bless me !r— You are not smous 7 

Cel, You look, as ifit were a wonder to see a man 
in love. Are they not handsome ? 

Ast Ay ; but both t(^ether 

. Cel. Ay, and both asunder; why, I hope there 
are but two of them ; the tall singing and dancing 
one, and the little innocent one? 

Ast But you cannot marry both ? 

Cet No, nor either of them, I trust in Heaven ; 
but I can keep them company ; I can sing and 
dance with them, and treat them ; and that, I take 
it, is somewhat better than musty marrying them. 
Marriage is poor folks' pleasure, that cannot go to 
the cost of variety ; but I am out of danger of that 
with those two, for I love than so equally, I can 
never make choice between them. Had I but one 
mistress, I might go to her to be merry, and she, 
perhaps, be out of numour ; there^ were a visit lost. 
But here, if one of them frown upon me, the other 
will be the more obliging, on purpose to reccmimend 
her own gaiety ; besides a thousand things that I 
could name. 

Ast And none of them to any purpose. 

Cel. Well, ifyou will not be cruel to a poor lover, 
^ou might oblige me, by carrying me to their lodg- 
mgs. 

Ast You know I am always busy about the 
queen. 

Cel. But once or twice only ; 'tiU I am a little 
flushed in my acquaintance with other ladies, and 
have learned to prey for myself. I promise you 111 



Digitized by 



Googk 



SCEVk II. THE MAIDEN QUEEN. 898 

make all the haste I can to end the trouble, by being 
in love somewhere else. 

Ast You would think it hard to be denied now. 

Cel. And reason good. Many a man hangs him- 
self for the loss of one mistiress. How do you think, 
then, I should bear the loss of two ; especially in a 
court, where, I think, beauty is but thin sewn ? 

A^. There^s one Florimel, the queen's ward, a 
new beauty, as wild as you, and a vast fortune. 

CSsZ. I am for her before the world. Bring me to 
her, and PU release you of your promise foit the 
other two. 

Enter a Page. 

Page. Madam, the queen expects you. 

CeL I see you hold her favour : adieu, sister : — 
you have a little emissary there, otherwise I would 
oflfer you my service. 

Aa. Farewell, brother ; Uiink upon Florimel. 

Cel. You may trust my memory for a handsoibe 
woman. I'll think upon her, and the rest too ; I'll 
fbiget none of them. [Eant Asteeia 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Chntleman^ walking wer the stage hastily; 
After him Florimel and Flavia nuisked. 

Fla. PhOTmia! Phormio ! you will not leave us ? 

GeiU. In faith, I have a little business. 

[EwU Gent. 

Cel. Cannot I serve you in the gentleman's room, 
ladies? 

Flo. Which of us would you serve ? 

Cel. Either of you, or both of you. 

Fla. Why, could you not be constant to one ? 

Cel. Constant to one ! — I have been a oourtier, a 
soldier, and a traveller, to good purpose, if I must 

4 
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be constant to one : Give me some twenty, some 
forty, some a hundred mistresses ! I have more love 
than any woman can turn her to. 

Flo. Bless us, let us be gone, cousin : We two 
are nothing in his hand^ 

Cel. Yet, for my part, I can live with as few mis- 
tresses as any man. I desire no superfluities ; only 
for necessary change or so, as I shift my linen. 

Flo. A pretty odd kind of fellow this ; he fits my 
humour rarely. [Aside. 

Fla. You are as inconstant as the moon. 

Flo. You wrong him, he's as constant as the sun ; 
he would see all me world in twenty-four hours. 

Cel. 'Tis very true, madam; but, like him, I 
would visit, and away. 

Flo. For what an unreasonable thing it were, to 
stay long, be troublesome, and hinder a lady of a 
fresh lover. 

Cel. A rare creature this ! [Astde] — Besides, ma- 
dam, how like a fool a man lool^, when, after all 
his eagerness of two minutes before, he shrinks into 
a faint kiss, and a cold compliment. — Ladies both, 
into your hands I commit myself; share me be- 
twixt you. 

Fla. Ill have nothing to do with you, since you 
cannot be constant to one. 

Cel. Nay, rather than lose either of you, I'll do 
more ; I'll be constant to an hundred of you. Or, 
if you will needs fetter me to one, agree the matter 
between yourselves ; and the most handsome take 
me. 

Flo. Though I am not she, yet since my mask is 
down, and you cannot convince me, have a good 
faith of my beauty, and for once I take you for my 
servant. 

Cel. And for once I'll make a blind bargain with 
you. Strike hands ; is'jt a match, mistress ? 
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Fh. Done, servant. 

Cel. Now I am sure I have the worst on't : For 
you see the worst of me, and that I do not of you, 
'till you shew your face:— Yet, now I think on't, 
you must be handsome. 

Flo. What kind of beauty do you like ? 

Cel. Just such a one as yours. 

Flo. Whafsthat? 

Cel. Such an oval face, clear skin, hazel eyes, 
thick brown eye-brows, and hair as you have, for 
all the world. 

Fla. But I can assure you, she has nothing of 
all this. 

Cel. Hold thy peace, envy ; nay, I can be con- 
stant an I set on't. 

Flo. 'Tis true she tells you. 

Cel. Ay, ay, you may slander yourself as you 
please. Then you have, — ^let me see 

Flo. I'll swear, you shall not see. 

Cel. A turned up nose, that gives an air to your 
face. — Oh, I find I am more and more in love with 
you ! — a foil nether lip, an out-mouth, that makes 
mine water at it ; the bottom of your cheeks a little 
blub, and two dimples when you smile. For your 
stature, 'tis well ; and for your wit, 'twas given you 
by one that knew it had been thrown away upon 
an ill face.— Come, you're handsome, there's no de- 
nying it 

Fh. Can you settle your spirits to see an ugly 
face, and not be frighted ? I could find in my heart 
to lift up my mask, and disabuse you. 

Cel. I defy your mask. 'Would you would try 
the experiment ! 

Flo. No, I won't ; for your ignorance is the mo- 
ther of your devotion to me. 

Cel. Since you will not take the pains to convert 
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me, 1*11 make IxAd to keep my faith. A miserable 
man, I am sure, you have made me. 

Flo. This is pleasant. 

CeL It may be so to you, but it is not to me; for 
aught I see, I am going to be the most constant 
Maudlin, 

Flo. 'Tis very well. Celadon ; you can be constant 
to one you have never seen, and have forsaken all 
you have seen ? 

Orf. It seems you know me then. — ^Well, if thou 
should'st prove one of my cast mistresses, I would 
use thee most damnably, for offaing to make me 
love thee twice. 

Flo. You are i'the ri^t : An old mistress, or ser- 
vant, is an old tune ; the pleasure on't is past, when 
we have once learned it. 

Flo. But what woman in the world would you 
wish her like ? 

Cel. I have heard of one Florimel, the queen's 
ward; would shie were as like her for beauty, as 
she is for humour ! 

Fla. Do you hear that, cousin ? [!?b Floe, aside. 

Flo. Florimel's not handsome. Besides, she's in* 
constant ; and only loves for some few days. 

Cel. If she loves for shorter time than I, she must 
love by winter days and summer ni^ts, i'faith. 

Flo. When you see us together, you shall judge. 
In the mean time, adieu, sweet servant. 

Cel. Why, you wont be so inhuman to carry 
away my heart, and not so much as tell me where 
I may hear news on't ? 

JPTo. I mean to keep it safe for you ; for, if you 
had it, you would bestow it worse. Farewell, I must 
see a lady. , 

Cel. So must I too, if I can pull off your mask. 

Flo. You will not be so rude, I hope. 

Cel. By this light, but I will ! 
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Flo. By this 1^, but you shan't. 

IJEaeunt Flo. and Fla, running. 



SCENE IIL 

Enter Philocles> and meets him going out. 

Cel.VLovi\ my cousin, thenewfavourite! — ^^Aside. 

Phil. Dear Celadon ! most happily arrived. — 
I hear you've been an honour to your country 
In the Calabrian wars ; and I am glad 
I have some interest in it 

Cel. But in you 
I have a larger sutriect for my joys. 
To see so rare a thing as rising virtue, 
And merit,^ understood at court. 

PhU. Perhaps it is the only act, that can 
Accuse our queen of weakness. 

JEnter Lysimantes, attended. 

Lysi O, my Lord Philocles, well overtaken ! 
I came to look you. 

Phil. Had I known it sooner, 
My swift attendance, sir, had spared yoar trouble. — 
Cousin, you see Prince Lysimantes \^To Cei.. 
Is pleased to favour me with his commands. 
I beg you'll be no stranger now at court. 

Cel. So long as there oe ladies there, you need 
Not doubt me. \^Exit Celadon. 

PhU. Some of them will, I hope, make you ^ 
convert. 

Lnfs. My Lord Philocles, I'm glad we are alone ; 
There is a business, that concerns me nearly, 
In which I beg your love, 

PhU. Command my service. 

hys. 1 know your interest with the queen is great ; 
(I speak not this as envying your fortune, 
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For» frankly, I confess you have deserved it ; 
Besides my birth, my courage, and my honoiu*. 
Are all above so base a vice,)— — 

Phil. I know, my lord, you are first prince o'the 
blood; 
Your country's second hope ; 
And that the public vote, when the queen weds. 
Designs you for her choice. 

Lys. I am not worthy. 
Except love makes desert ; 
For doubtless she's the glory of her time : 
Of faultless beauty, blooming as the spring 
In our Sicilian groves ; matdiless in virtue. 
And largely soiU'd where'er her bounty gives. 
As, with each breath, she could create new Indies. 

Phil. But jealous of her glory, 

Lys. You are a courtier ; and, in other terms. 
Would you say, she is averse from marriage. 
Lest it might lessen her authority. 
But whensoe'er she does, I know the people 
Will scarcely sufier her to match 
With any neighbouring prince, whose power might 

bend 
Our free Sicilians to a foreign yoka . 

Phil. I love too well my country to desire it. 

Lyis. Then, to proceed, (as you well know, my 
lord,) 
The provinces have sent their deputies. 
Humbly to move her, she would chuse at home ; 
And,(forshe seems averse from speaking with them,) 
By my appointment, have design'd these walks. 
Where well she cannot shun them. — Now, if you 
Assist their suit, by joining yours to it. 
And by your mediation I prove happy, 
I freely promii^e you 

Phil. Without a bribe, command my utmost in 
it :— 
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And yet, there is a thing, whidi time may give me 
The confidence to name, — 

2>y^. *Ti8 yours whatever.— 
But, tell me true, does she not entertain 
Some deep and settled thoughts ag^st my perscwi ? 

Phil. I hope, not so ; but she, of late, is frbward. 
Reserved, and sad, and vex'd at little things ; 
Which her great soul, ashamed of, strait shakes off. 
And is composed again. 

L/ys. You are still near the queen ; and all our 
actions 
Come to princes' eyes, as they are represented 
By them, that hold the mirror. 

Pliil. Here she comes, and with her the deputies. 
I fear all is not right. 

Enter Queen, JDeputies after her ; Asteui a. Guard, 
Flavia, Olinda, and Sabina. Queen turns 
back to the Deputies, and speaks entering. 

Qiceen. And I must tell you, 
It is a saucy boldness, thus to press , 
On my retirements. 

1 JDep. Our business being'^of no less concern. 
Than is the peace and quiet of your subjects ; — 
And that delayed, — 

2 Dep. We humbly took this time 
To represent your people's fears to you. 

Queen. My people's fears ! who made them states- 
men? 
They much mistake their business, if they think 
It is to govern. 

The rights of subjects, and of sovereigns. 
Are things distinct in nature. Theirs is to 
Enjoy propriety, not empire. 

Lys. If they have err'd, 't^vas bift an over-care ; • 
An ill-timed duty. 

Queen. Cousin, I expect 
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From your near blood, not to excuse, but cheek 

them. 
They would impose a ruler upon their lawful queeiu 
For what* s an husband else ? 

Ly9. Far, madam, be it from the thoughts 
Of any, who pretends to that hiffh honour. 
To wish fbr more than to be reckoned 
As the most graced, and first of all your servants. 

Queen. These are the insinuating promises 
Of those, who aim at power. But tdOl me, cousin, 
(For vou are unconcem'd, and may be judge,) 
Should that aroiring man compass his ends. 
What pawn of^his ooedience could he give me, ' 
When kingly power were once invested in him ? 

Lys. What greater pledge than love! When those 
fair eyes 
Cast their commanding beams, he, that could be 
A rebel to your birth, must pay them homage. 

Queen. AH eyes are fair, 
That sparkle with the jewels of a crown. 
But now I see my government is odious ; 
My people find I am not fit to reign. 
Else they would never 

LAf9. So far from that, we aU acknowledge you 
The bounty of the gods to Sicily. 
More than they are you cannot make our joys ; 
Make them but lasting in a successor. 

PhU. Your people seek not to impose a prince ; 
But humbly offer one to your free choice : 
And such a one he is«-^may I have leave 
To speak some little of his great deserts ?— 

'Queen. I'll hear no more.-— 
For you, attend to-morrow at the council ; 

[To the Deputies. 
There you shall have my firm resolves : — ^meantime. 
My cousin, I am sure, will welcome you. 
. Z^^. Still more and more mysterious. But I have 
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Gained one of her wc^nen thdt ishall unriddle it.--- 

[Aside. 
Come, gentlemen. 

AU JDep. Heaven preserve your majesty j 

[jEa^eMfit Lys. and Dep. 

Queen. PhilocleSi you may stay. 

Phil. I humbly wait your majesty's comknands. 

Queen. Yet, now I better think on't, you may go. 

Phil. Madam ! 

Queen. I hav^ no commands ; — or, what's all one. 
You, no obedience. 

Phil. How ! no obedience, madam ? 
I plead no other merit; 'tis the charter 
By which I hold your fkvour, and my fortunes. 

Queen. My favours are dieap blessings, like rain, 
and sun-shine. 
For which we scarcely thank the gods, because 
We daily have them. 

Phih Madam, your breathy whidb raised me from 
the duat, 
May lay me there again : 
But &te nor time can ever make me lose. 
The sense of your indulgent bpunties to me. 

Queen, You are above thOTOi now^ grown popu- 
lar:— 
Ah, Philocles ! could I expect from you 
That usage ! — ^no tongue but yours 
To move me to a marriage ?— [ Weept. 

The factious deputies might have some «nd in't^ 
And my ambitious cousin gain a crown ; 
But what advantage could there come to you ? 
What could you hope from Lysimantes' reign, 
That you can want in mine ? 

Phil. You yourself clear me, madam. Had I 
sought 
More power, this marriage sure was not the way. 
But, when your safety was in question* 

VOL. JI. 2 c 
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When all your people were unsatisfied. 
Desired a king, — nay more, designed the man,— 
It was my duty then,— 

Queen. Let me be judge of my own safety. 
I am a woman ; 
But danger from my subjects cannot fnght me. 

Phil. But Lysimantes, madam, is a person,—— 

Queen. I cannot love. 
Shall I, — I, who was bom a sovereign queen. 
Be barr'd of that, which God and nature give 
Thfe meanest slave, a freedom in my love ? — 
Leave me, good Philocles, to my own thoughts ; 
When next I need your counsel, Til send for you. 

Phil. I'm most unhappy in your high displeasure; 
But, since I must not speak, madam, be pleased 
To peruse this, and therein read my care. 

[He plucks out a paper ^ and presents it to her; hut 
drops J unknown to him, a picture. Exit Phil. 

Queen, [reads.'] A catalogue of such persons, — 
What's this he has let fall, Ajsteria ? [Spies the box. 

Ast. Your majesty ? — 

Queen. Take that up ; it fell from Philocles. 

[She takes it up, looks on it, and smiles. 

Queen. How now, what makes you merry ? 

Ast: A small discovery I have made, madam. 

Queen. Of what? 

Ast. Since first your majesty graced Philocles, 
I have not heard him named for any mistress. 
But now this picture has convinced me. 

Queen. Ha ! let me see it. — 

[Snatches it from her. 
Candiope, prince I^ysimantes' sister ! 

Ast. Your favour, madam, may encourage him, — 
And yet he loves in a high place for him : 
A princess of the blood ; and, what is more. 
Beyond comparison the fairest lady 
Our isle can boast. 
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Queen. How! — she the fairest 
Beyond comparison !— 'Tis false ! you flatter her ; 
She is not fair. 

Ast I humbly beg forgiveness on my knees. 
If I offended you.-^But next yours, madam. 
Which all must yifeld to, — 

Queen. I pretend to none. 

Ast She passes for a beauty. 

Queen. Ay, she may pass ; — But why do I speak 
of her? — 
Dear Asteria, lead me, I am not well o'the sudden. 

[^She faints. 

Ast Who*s near there ? — ^help the queen ! 

[The Cruards are coming. 

Queen. Bid them away. Twas but a qualm. 
And 'tis already going. 

Ast. Dear madam, what's the matter ? 
You are of late so alter'cl, I scarce know you. 
You were gay humour'd, and you now are pensive ; 
Once odm, and now unquiet- 
Pardon my boldness, that I press thus far 
Into your secret thoughts. I have, at least, 
A sul^ecf s share in you. 

Queen. Thou hast a greater. 
That of a friend. — ^But I am froward, say'st thou ? 

Ast. It ill becomes me, madam, to say that. 

Queen. I know I am. — ^Pr'ythee, forgive me for 
it. — 
I cannot help it ; — ^but thou hast 
Not long to suffer it. 

Ast. Alas! 

Qtceen. I feel my strength each day and hbur con- 
sume. 
Like lilies wasting in a limbeck's heat. 
Yet a few days, 
And thou shalt see me lie, all damp and cold, 
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Shrouded within some hcXkm tiailt# among 
My nient snceitort. 

Ast O dearest madam ! 
Speak not of death ; or think not^ if yon die. 
That I win stay behind. 

Queen. Thy love has moT^ me ;*^I, for ohce, 
will have 
The pleasure to be pitied. I'll unfidd 
A thing so strange^ so iionrid of myself-— -*• 

Ast. Bless me, sweet heaven I — 
So horrid^ said yiau madam ? 

Queem^ That sun, who with one look surveys the 
^obe. 
Sees not a wiistck like 1A6 ! — And could the world 
Take a right tneasurd of my state within^ 
Mankind must either pity me» or soom me« 

Ast Stfre none cdaM do the ldst4 

Queen. Tboci longest to know it, 
And I to tdl thee^ but shame stops my mouth. 
First, promise me thou wilt exouse my folly j 
And, nexty be l^cret 

Ast Ceai you doubt it, madam ? 

Queen. Yet you might qpare toy kbour«*^ 
Can you not guess ? 

Ast. Madam, please yon, I'll try. 

Qmeen. Hold, Astern !:<^ 
I would not have you guess ; for should you find it, 
I should imagine that some other mi^t. 
And then I were most wtetsched :— 
Therefore, though you should kTK>w it, flatter me. 
And say you could not guess it. 

AsL Madam, I need tiot flatter you^ I ccmnot — 
and yet. 
Might not ambition trouble your xepo^e ? 

Queen. My Sicily, I thank the gods, contents 
mie. 
But, since I must reveal it, know, — ^'tis love. 
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I» Trho pretended so to giotyf am 
Become the slave of love. 

Asf. I thought your majesty Tiadfiamed designs 
To subvert all your la;ws» become a tyrant^ 
Or vex your neighbours, with injurious wars ; 
Is this all, madam ? 

Queen. Is not this enough ? 
Then, know, I love bcbw myself; a subject ; 
Love one, who loves another, and who knows not 
That I love him. 

AsL He must: be told it, madam. 

Queen. Not for the world, Asteria : 
Whenever he knows it, I shall die for shame. 

Ast. What is it, then, that would content you ? 

Queen. Nothing, but tiiat I had not loved. 

Ast May I not ask, without offence, who 'tis ? 

Queen. Ev'n \3iX9it qpufirms jqe, J h^e loved 
amiss ; 
Since thou canst Iduiw I Wei i^nd not imagine 
It must be Philocles. ' 

AsL My cousin is, indeed, a most deserving per^ 
son; 
Valiant, and wise ; handsome, and welUbom. 

Queen. But not of royal blood : 
I know his fate, unfit to be a king. 
To be his wife, I coul^fiMrsake my crown ; but not 

my glory. 
Yet — would he did not love Candiope ! 
Would he loved me-^-but knew not of my love. 
Or e'er durst tell me his ! 

Ast. In all this labyrinth, 
1 find one path, conducting to your quiet. 

Queen. O tell me quickly then ! 

Ast Copdtope, as princess of the blood. 
Without your approbation cannot marry ; 
First, break his match with h^r, by virtue of 
Your sov^ieign authority. 
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Queen. I fear, tHat were to make him bate me^ 
Or, whaf s as bad, to let him know 1 love Mm, 
Could you not do it of yourself? 

Ast ril not be wanting to iny power ; 
But if your majesty appears not in it. 
The love of Philocles will soon surmount 
All other difBculties. 

Quein. Then, as we walk, we'll think what means 
are best ; * 

Effect but this, and thou shar'st half my breast 

{ExeurU^ 



ACT 11. 

SCENE \.^—The QueerCs ApaHment. 

AsTERiA alone. 

Nothing thrives that I have pbtt^d ; 
For I have sounded Philocles, and find 
He is too constant to Gandioj^. 
Her too I have assaulted, but in vain. 
Objecting want of quality in Philocles. 
I'll to the queen, and plainly tell her. 
She must make use use of her authority 
To break the match. 

J^nter Celadon, looking about him. 

Brother ! what make you here 

About the queen's apartments? 

Which of the ladies are you watching for ? 

Cel* Any of 'em, that will do me the good turn, 
to make me soundly in love. 

Ast. Then I'll bespeak you one, you will be des- 
perately in love with ; Florimel : So soon as the 
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k queen heard you were returned, she gave you her 
e: for mistress. 

CeL Thank her majesty ; but, to confess the 
truth, my fancy lies partly another way. 

Ast. That's strange : Florimel vows you are al- 
[ ready in love with her. 

CeL She wrongs me horribly ; if ever I saw or 
^ spoke with this Florimel ■ 

AsL Well, take your fortune, I must leave you. 

5^ \^Exit ASTERIA* 

. Enter Floiiimel, sees hirriy and is running bach 

Cel Nay,i'faith I am got betwixt you and home ; 
you are my prisoner, lady bright, till you resolve 
me one question. [^She makes signs she is dumb.'] 
Pox, I think, she*s dumb : what a vengeance dost 
thou at court, with such a rare face, without a 
tongue to answer to a kind question? Art thou 
dumb indeed ? then thou panst tell no tales — — 

[^Goes to kiss her. 

Flo. Hold, hold, you are not mad ! 

CeL Oh, my miss in a mask ! have you found 
your tongue? 

Flo.^'TwsLS time, I think; what had become of 
me if I had not ? 

CeL Methinks your lips had done as well. 

Flo. Ay, if my mask had been over 'em, as it was 
when you met me in the walks. 

CeL Well ; will you believe me another time ? 
Did not I say, you were infinitely handspme ? they 
may talk of Florimel, if Ihey will, but, i'faith, she 
must come short of you. 

Flo. Have you seen her, then ? 

CeL I look'd a little that way, but I had soon 
'enough of her ; she is not to be seen twice without 
a surfeit 
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Flo. However, you are beholden to her ; they say 
she loves you. 

€eL By fate she shan't love me : I have told her 
a piece of my mind already. Pox o' these coming 
women : They set a man to dinner, before he has 
an appetite. [Flavia at the door, 

Fla. Florimel, you are calVd within [^Exit. 

Cel, I hope in the lord, you are not Florimel ! 

Flo. Ev'n she, at your service; the same kind 
and coming Florimel, you have described. 

Cel. Why then we are agreed already ; I am as 
kind and coming as you, for the heart of you : I 
knew, at first, we two were good for nothing but 
one another. 

Flo. But, without raillery, are you in love ? 

Cel. So horribly much, that, contrary to my 
own maxims, I think, in my conscience, I could 
marry you. 

Flo. No, no, 'tis not come to that yet ; but if 
you are really in love, you have done me the great- 
est pleasure in the world. 

Cel. That pleasure, and a better too, I have in 
store for you. 

Flo. This animal, call'd a lover, I have long'd to 
see these two years. 

Cel. Sure you walk'd with your mask on all the 
while ; for if you had been seen, you could not have 
been without your wish. 

jp%>. I warrant, you mean an ordinary whining 
lover ; but I must have other proofs of love, ere I 
believe it. 

Cel. You shall have the best that I can give you. 

Flo. I would have a lover, that, if need be, 
should hang himself, drown himself, break his neck, 
poison himself, for very despair: He, that will scru- 

!)le this^ is an impudent fellow if he says he is in 
ove. 
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Cel. Pray, madam, which of these four things 
would you have your lover to do? For a man's but 
a man ; he cannot hang, and drown, and btfeak his 
neck, and poison himself, all together. 

jRfo. Well, then, because you are but a beginner, 
and I would not discourage you, Miy of these shall 
serve your turn, in a fair way. 

Cel I am much deceived in those eyes of yours, 
if a treat, a song, and the fiddles, be not a more ac^ 
ceptable proof of love to you, than any of those 
tragical ones you have mentioned. 

Flo. However, you will grant it is but decent 
you should be pale, and lean, and melancbolick, to 
shew you are in love : And that I shall require of 
you when I see you next. 

Cel. When you see me next ? Why, you do not 
make a rabbit of me, to be lean at twenty-four 
hours warning ? in the mean wbile, we burn day- 
light, lose time and love, 

Flo. Would you marry me without considera- 
tion? 

Cel. To chuse, by heaven ; for they that think 
on't, twenty to one would never do it. Hang fore^ 
cast ! to make sure of one good night is as much 
in reason, as a man should expect from this ill 
world. 

Flo. Methinks, a few more y?jws and discretion 
would do well : I do not like this going to bed so 
early ; it makes one so weary befo^ morning. 

Cel. That's much as your pillow is laid, before 
you go to sleep. 

Fh. Shall I make a proposition to you ? I will 
give you a whole year of probation to love me in ; 
to grow reserved, discreet, sober, and faithful, and 
to pay me all the services of a lover 

Cel. And at the end of it, you'll marry me ? 



Digitized by 



Googk 



410 THE MAIDEN QUEEN. ACT 11^ 

Flo. If neither of us alter our minds before. 

CeL By this light, a necessary clause. But if I 
pay in all the foresaid services before the day, you 
shall be obliged to take me sooner into mercy. 

Flo. Provided, if you prove imfaithful, then your 
time of a twelve-month to be prolonged ; so many 
services, I will bate you so many days or weeks ; 
so many faults, I will add to your 'prenticeship so 
much more : And of all this, 1 only to be judge. 

Enter Philocles and Lysimantes. 

Jjys. Is the queen this way, madam ? 
Flo. Ill see, so please your highness. — ^Follow 
me, captive. 

Cel. March on, conqueror \^She pvUs him. 

[^Exeunt Cel. Flo. 
Ijys. You're sure her majesty will not oppose it ? 
I%il. Leave that to me, my loi-d. 
Ijys. Then, tho' perhaps my sister's birth might 
challenge 
An higher match, 

I'll weigh your merits, on the other side. 
To make the balance even. 

Phil. I go, my lord, this nmiute. 
L^s. My best wishes wait on you. 

[^Exit Lysimantes^ 

Enter the Queen and Asteria. 

Queen. Yonder he is ; have I no other way ? 

Ast. O madam, you must stand this brunt : 
Deny him now, and leave the rest to me. 
I'll to Candiope's mother. 
And, under the pretence of friendship, work 
On her ambition to put off a match 
So mean as Philocles. 

Queen. You may approach, sir; [To Phil. 
We two discourse no secrets. 
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Phil. I come, madam, to weary out your loyal 
bounty. . • 

Queen. Some suit, I warrant, for your couidn Ce- 
ladon. 
Leave his advancement to my care. 

Phil. Your goodness still prevents my wishes.--*- 
Yet I have one request. 
Might it not pass almost for madness, and 
Extreme ambition in me 

Queen. You know you have a favourable judge ; 
It lies in you not to ask any thing 
I cannot grant. 

Phil. Madam, perhaps, you think me too faulty ; 
But love alone inspires me with ambition, 
Tho' but to look on fair C^idiope were an excuse for 
both. 

Queen. Keep your ambition, and let love alone ; 
That I can cloy, but this I cannot cure. 
I have some reasons (invincible to me) which must 
forbid 
, Your marriage with Candiope. 

PhU. I knew I was not worthy. 

Queen. Not for that, Philodes ; you deserve all 
things. 
And, to shew I think it, my admiral, I hear, is dead ; 
His vacant place (the best in aD my kingdom,) 
I here confer on you. 

Phil. Rather take back all you had given before. 
Than not give this ; 
For believe, madam, nothing is so near 
My soul, as the possession of Candiope. 

Queen. Since that belief would be to your disad- 
^ vantage, 

I will not entertain it. 

PhU. Why, madam, can you be thua cruel to 
me? 
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To give me aU things, whidi I did not ask. 
And yet deny that only thing, I beg ; 
And so beg, that I find I cannot live 
Without the hope of it. 

Queen. Hope greater things ; 
But hope not this. Haste to o'ercome your love ; 
It is but putting a short-lived passion to a violent 
death. 

Phil. I cannot live without Candiope ; 
But I can die, without a murmur. 
Having my doom pronounced from your fair mouth« 

Queen. If I am to pronounce it, Ure, my Philo^ 
cles. 
But live without, (I was about to say) [A^de. 
Without his love, but that I cannot do ; 
Live Philocles without Candiope. 

PhU. Madam, could you give my doom^so quickly. 
And knew it was irrevocable ! 
*Tis too apparent. 

You, who alone love glory, and whose soul 
Is loosen'd from your senses, oannot judge 
What torments mine, of grosser motild, endures. 

Queen. I cannot sufF^ you 
To give me praises, which are not my own. 
I love Eke y<Hi, and am yet inudi more wvetdied. 
Than you can think yourself. 

PhiL Weak bars they needs mu9t be, liiat for- 
tune puts 
'Twixt sovereign power, and all it can desire. 
When princes love, they call themselves unhappy, 
Only because the word sounds hpndsome in a lo- 
ver's mouth ; 
But you can cease to be so when you please. 
By making Lysim^ntes fortunate. 

Queen. Were he indeed the man, you had some 
reason ; 

10 
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But 'tis another, more without my power^ 
And yet a subject toa 

Phil. O, madam» Bay not so. 
It cannot be a subject^ if not he ; 
It were to be injarious to yourself. 
To make another choice* 

Queen. Yet, Lysim^itefi, set by him I love* 
Is more obscured, than stars too near the sUn ; 
He has a brightness of his own, 
Not borrow'd of bis fathers, but born with him. 

. FhiL Paardon me if I say, whoe'er he be» 
He has practised some ill arts upon you, tnadam ; 
For he, whom yoii describe, I see, is born 
But from the lees o' the people. 

Quetn. You offend me* Philoclea 
Whence had you leave to use those insolent terms* 
Of him I please to love ? One, I must ttil you, 
{Since fooUshly I have gone thus far) 
Whom I esteem your equal. 
And fiir superior to Prince Lysimantes ; 
One, who deserves to wear a crown ■ ■ 

PAe/. Whiriwmds bear me henite* before I live 
To that detested day ! — That frown assures me 
I have offended, by my over-freedom { 
But yet, methinkSy a heart so plain imd honesty 
And zeklous of your glory, might hope your pardon 
for it. 

Queen. I give it you ; but. 
When you know him better, 
You'll alter your opinion ; he's no ill fri^d of 
yours. 

PhU. I well perceive^ 
He has s^p^^anted me in your esteem ; 
But that's the least of ills this fatal wrietch 
Has practised — Think, for heaven's sake, liiadam, 
think. 
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If you have drank no philtre. 

Queen. Yes, he has given me a philtre ; 
But I have drunk it only from his eyes. 

Phil. Hot irons thank 'em for't ! 

^Sq/ily, or tumingjram her. 

Queen. What's that you mutter ? 
Hence from my sight ! I know not whether 
I evev shall endure to see you more. 

PhU. But hear me, madam. 

Queen. I say, begone. — See me no more this day. 
I will not hear one word in your excuse : 
Now, sir, be rude again ; and give laws to your queen. 

[^Exit Philocles, bowing. 
Asteria, come hither. 

Was ever boldness like to this of Philocles ? 
Help me to reproach him, for I resolve^ 
Henceforth no more to love him. 

Ast Truth is, I wonder'd at your patience, ma- 
dam. 
Did you not mark his words, his mien, his action. 
How full of haughtiness, how small respect ? 

Queen. And he to use me thus, he whom I fa* 
vour'd. 
Nay, more, he whom I loved ! 

Ast. A man, methinks, of vulgar parts and pre- 
sence! 

Queen. Or, allow him something handsome, va- 
liant. 
Or so Yet this to me ! 

Ast. The workmanship of inconsiderate favour. 
The creature of rash love; one of those meteors 
Which monarchs raise from earth. 
And people, wondering how they came so high. 
Fear, from their influence, plagues, and wars, and 
famine. 

Queen. Ha! 
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Ast. One, whom, instead of banishing a day. 
You should have plumed of all his borrow'dhonours. 
And let him see what abject things they are. 
Whom princes often love without desert. 

Queen. What has my Philoclesdeservedfromthee, 
That thou shouldst use him thus ? 
Were he the basest of mankind, thou couldst not 
Have given him ruder language. t 

Ast Did not your* majesty command me ? 
Did not yourself begin ? 

Queen. I grant I did, but I have right to do it : 
I love him, and may rail ; in you 'tis malice ; 
Malice in the most high degree ; for never man 
Was more deserving than my Philocles. 
Or, do you love him, ha ! and plead that title ? 

Confess, and I'll forgive you 

For none can look on him, but needs must love. 

Ast I love him, madam ! I beseech your majesty. 
Have better thoughts of me. 

Queen. Dost thou not love him then ? 
Good heaven, how stupid, and how dull is she ! 
How most invincibly insensible ! 
No woman does deserve to live. 
That loves not Philocles. 

Ast Dear madam, recollect yourself. AlaS ! 
How much distracted are your thoughts ; and how 
Disjointed all your words ! 
The sibyl's leaves more orderly were laid. 
Where is that harmony of mind, that prudence, . 
Which guided all you did ? that sense of glory. 
Which raised you high above the rest of kings. 
As kings are o'er the level of mankind ? 

Queen: Gone, gone, Asteria ; all is gone. 
Or lost within me, far from any use. 
Sometimes I ♦struggle, like the sun in clouds, 
But straight I am o'ercast. 
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AM. I grieve to see it 

Quem. Then thou hast yet the goodness 
To pardon what I said ? 
Alas ! I use myself much worse than thee. 
Love rages in great souls. 
For there his power most opposition finds ; 
High trees are shook, because they dare the winds. 

\Kxnnt 



ACT III. 

SCENE \.—llie Court Gallery. 

Philocles solus. 

'Tis true, she banished me but for a day ; 
But favourites, once declining, sink apace. 

Yet fortune, stop this is the likeliest place 

To meet Asteria, and by her convey 

My humble vows to my offended queen. 

Ha ! She comes herself; unhappy man. 

Where shall I hide ? [Is going out 

Enter Queen and Astebia. 

Queen. Is not that Philocles, 
Who makes such haste away? Philocles, Philodes! — 

Phil. I fear'd she saw me. [Coming back. 

Queen. How now, sir, am I such a bugbear^ 
That I scare people from me ? 

Phil. 'TIS true, I should more carefully have 
shunn'd 
The place where you might be ; as, whenit thunders, 
Men reverently quit the open air. 
Because the angry gods are then abroad. 

Queen. What does he mean, Asteria ? 
I do not understand him. 
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^*/. Your majesty forgets, you banish'diiim 
Your presence for this day. [ To her sqfUy. 

Queen. Ha ! banish'd him ! 'tis true indeed; 
But, as thou say est, I had forgot it quite. 

Ast. That's very strange, scarce half an hour ago. 
Q2^^. But love had drawn his pardon up so soon. 
That I forgot he e'er offended me. 

Phil. Pardon me, that I could not thank you 
sooner ; 
Your sudden grace, like some swift flood pour'd in 
On harrow l^nks, o'erflow'd my spirits. 

Q^een. No : 'Tis for me to ask your pardon, Phi- 
locles. 
For the great injury I did you. 
In not rememlxaring I: was. angry with you.. 
But I'll repair my fault. 
And rouse my anger up against you yet. 

Phil. No, madam, my forgiveness was your act 
of grace. 
And I lay hold of it. 

Queen. Princes sometimes may pass 
Acts of oblivion, in their own wrong. 
PhU. 'Tis true, but not recal them. 
Queen. Bui, Philocles, since I have told you there 
is one 
I love, I will go on, and let you know 
What pass'd this day betwixt us ; be our judge. 
Whether my servant have dealt well with me. 

Phil. I beseech your majesty, excuse me. 
Any thing more of him may make me 
Relapse too soon, and forfeit my late pardon. 
Queen. But you'll be glad to know it. 
PM, May I not hope, then. 
You have some quarrel to him ? 

Queen. Yes, a great one. 

But first to justify myself. 

VOL. II. 3d 
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Enow, Fhilbd^, I bavid ooneealM my passloil 
With such c&rb from him^ Vtait he knows not yet 
I love) but only that I mtlcfa teteetn hiili. 

Phil. O litupid ilkrretch. 
That, by a thousttnd tokensji odttM not ^^s it ! 

Queen. He lores ekewbeirev mid that hbg blirn^ 
him. 

Phil. H& s bMild indded ! 
So the dull beasts in the first paradii^ 
With levelled ^rtss^ gastd eai^ upon ^^rt kind ; 
There fix*d their toTe^ And ilfe*eir Idok'd up to vie# 
That glorious csreature thtsn^ thMr soTOi^gn hn^. 

Qt^^it. You're too severe on little iHuUs ; but he 
Has crimes, untold. 
Which will, I ftaf, mtuvB yob tni^ mon^ agwist 

him. 
He fell thifc day into a passion wi^ ttie, 
And bDldiy contradicted ^ I said; 

Phil. And stands his head uponhia shoulders yet? 
How long shall this most insotent^-^^^^ 

Queen. Take heed you rbil not ; 
You know yo« ane but on y&Xit good bfeha^oul*; 

Phil. Why thed I will iiot ^1 him teaitoV*^ 
But bnly rilde, auddctous-, and itnperttntot^ 
To use his sovereign so— I beg your leave 
To wish, you have at l^t impriaon'd him. 

Quieen. dome peopte may lipeiak 111^ atad yet Infeiili 
Ivdli 
Remember you wer* not confined ; and.^et 
Your fault was great. In ahori^ I love hte^ 
And^llMtl; excukels dl ; bikt bd not jeiddua \ 
His rising ishtU not bd your oVermtdw, 
Nor will I ever marry nim; 

Phil. That's soihe comfort yet % 
He shall not be a king. 

Queen. He never sh^. But you Me diatoknposed ; 
3tay here a little ; I have Somewhat for you» 
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Shall shew, you still are m my favour. 

{^Exeunt Queen and Asteria. 

Enter to him Candiope, weeping. 

Phil. How now, in tears, my feir Candiope ? 
So, through a watery donul. 
The sun, at once, seems bodi to weep and shine. 
For what forefather's sin do you a£Jict 
Thoae precious eyes ? For ture you have 
None of your own to weep. 

Cand. My crimes both great and many needs 
must dbew» 
Since heaven wUl punish diem with losing yott 

Phil. Afflictions,sent from heaven without a caus^. 
Make bold mankind enqiure into its laws. 
But heaven^ which moulding beauty takes such care. 
Mates gentle fates on purpose fyt the &ir ; 
And destiny, that sees them so divine. 
Spins all their fortunes in a silken twine. 
No mortal hand so ignorant is found. 
To weave coarse work upon a preoous ground. 

QmtL Go preach this doctrine in my. mother's 
ears. 

PhU. Has her severity* produced these tears? 

Cand. She has recall'd those hopes she gave be- 

And strictly bids me ne'er to see you more. 

Phil. Changes in froward age are natural ; 
Who hopes for constant weat£er in the fidl ? 
'Tis in your power your duty to traneft^. 
And place that right in me, whidi was in her. 

Cand. Reason, Uke foreign-foes, would ne'er o'er- 
come. 
Hut that I find I am betrayed at home ; 
You have a fiiend, that fighte for you within. 

Phil, Let reason ever lose, so love may win. 
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Enter Queen with apicturein herhandyandAsTETAA. 

Queen. See there, Astena, 
All we have done succeeds still to the worse ; 
We hindered him from seeing her at home. 
Where I but only heard they loved ; and now 
She comes to court, and mads me witii the sight on't. 

Ast. Dear madam, overcome yourself a little. 
Or they*ll perceive how much you are concam'd. 

Queen. I struggle with my heairt^ 
But it will have some vent. — 
Cousin, you are a stranger at the court. [To Cand. 

Cand. It was my duty, I confess. 
To attend oftener on your majesty. 

Queen. Asteria, mend my cousin's handkerdii^; 
It sits too narrow there, and shews too much 

The broadness of her shoulders ^Nay,fie, Asteria, 

Now you put it too miidi backward, and discover 
The bigness of her breasts. 

Cand. I beseech your majesty. 
Give not yourself this trouble. 

Queen. Sweet cousin, you shall pardon me ; 
A beauty such as yours 
Deserves a more than oMinary car^ 
To set it out. — 

Come hither, Philodes, do but obsCTve, 
She has but one gross fault in all her shape. 
That is, she bears up here too much. 
And the malicious workman has left it 
Open to your eye. 

Phil. Where, and please your majesty ? 
Methinks 'tis very well. 

Queen. Do not you see it ? Oh how blind is love ! 

Cand. And how quick-sighted malice ! [Aside. 

Queen. But yet, methinks, those knots o£ sky do 
not 
So well with the dead colour of her face. 
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Ast. Your majesty mistakes, she wants no red. 
[ The Queen here plucks otU her glass, and looks 
sometimes on herself, sometimes on her rival. 

Queen. How do flook to-day, Asteria? 
Methinks, not well. 

Ast. Pardon me, madam, most victoriously. 

Queen. What think you, Philocles? come, do 
not flatter. 

Phil. Paris was a bold man, who presumed 
To judge the beauty of a goddess. 

Cana. Your majesty has given the reason why 
He cannot judge ; his love has blinded him. 

Queen. Methinks, a long patch here, beneath her 
eye. 
Might hide ths^t dismal hc^Avness. — 
What think you, Philocles ? 

Cand. Beseech you, madam, ask not his opinion : 
What my faults are it is no matter ; • 
He loves me with them alL 

Queen. Ay, he may love; but when hemarries.you. 
Your bridal shall be kept in some dark dungeon. 
Farewell, and think of that, too easy maid ! 
I blush, thou sharest my blood. 

^Exeunt Queen and Astkria. 

Cand. Inhuman queen ! 
Thou canst not be more willing to resign 
Thy part in me, than I to pive up mine. , 

Phil. Love, how few subjects do thy laws fulfil, 
And yet, those few, like us, thou usest ill ! 

Cand. The greatest slaves, in monarchies, are they, 
Whom birth sets nearest to imperial sway ; 
While jealous power does sullenly o'erspy. 
We play, like deer, within the lion's eye. 
'Would I for you some shepherdess had been. 
And, but eadb May, ne'er heard the name of queen ! 

Phil. If you were so, might I some monarch be, 
Then, you should gain what now you lose by me ; 
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Then, you in all my glories should have part; 
And rule my empire, as you rule my heart 

Cand. How much our golden wishes are in vain f 
When they are past, we are otirselves again. 

Enter Queen and Astebia above. 

Queen. Look, look, Asteria, yet they are not gc«ie. 
Hence we may hear what they discourse alone. 

PhU. MyloveinspiresmewithagenaKMisthought^ 
Which you, unknowing in those wishes, taught. 
Since happiness may out of courts be found. 
Why stay we here on this enchanted ground ; 
And chuse not rather with cont^it to dwell 
(If love and joy can find it) in a cell ? 

Cand. Those who^ like you, have once in courts- 
been great. 
May think they wish, but wish not, to retreiA. 
They seldom go, but when they cannot stay ; 
As losing gamesters throw the dice away. 
Even in that cdQ, where you repose would find^ 
Visions of court will haunt your restless mind ; 
And glorious dreamjs stand ready to restore 
The pleasing shapes of all you had befm^. 

PhU. He, who with your possession once is blest,. 
On easy terms will part with all the rest. 
All my ambition will in you be arown'd ; 
And those white arms shall all my wishes bouiui* 
Our life shall be but one long nuptial day. 
And, like chafed odours, melt in sweets away ; 
Soft as the ni^it our minutes shall be worn. 
And che^^l as the birds, that wake the mom. 

Cand. Thus hope misleads iteelf in pleasant way^ 
And takes more joys on tnist, than love can pay. 
But, love with Icmg poi^ession once decayed. 
That face, which now you court, you will uplnaid. 

PkU. False lovers broach these tenets, to remove 
The fault from them, by placing it cm k>ve. 
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Cantf, Yet gwnt in ymth you If ?«> aJ w yp«rfef» 

Qld Pge wiU QOiRe, ftnd thf n H in>i§t pxpire, 
Youth but a whUp 4^168 4 loyg'S fcemple st%F» 
As some ftir iiw» to loflg^ at on the way. 
P^f^ YpHr doubta 8r# kin4 ; but, U) be satisfied 

I q»n be trMerl b^ I mwy^ Um* 

Cand. Trials of love too dear the n)%Ipng cost \ 
Fgr jf 9iis^{«}^|, Ihe wbolfi FPPterie's logt. 
Whftt y W PF^W^?> Wngs lygpt? .apd fi^re ftlqng. 

PM Loyg (^ b^r botb. 

^rJtW, Bru( i» yo»r 1<?y€ p§^trQng ? 

P&f^, TJipy da n»t ^9}}t, \y.h(0 wish wo^ to ^§vjp 

Who evw P4ifl ap anj^qrei wa? |»fl9r ? 

C^tK^, Tp aniwer geBerw§ly, g$ yfls bsvp 4pne, 

1 should not; by ypu? ir^mieql^ be Trfifi» 

I know, I urge yfi«jr fijjn by Q«^P»t { 
Yet love too well, th^ fuij;i to ppeyenl. 

Phiit lMi» Ffttel mm i& .tfeftpe jf Jipm fpy^p^ ^, 
You kai but him^ jybd gnu^lj fritJiQUt jf «Me. 

CflM. 8eifer# »«, J «ay teyp witbpu^ » fyfeie ; 

Then, for pur iig^ P-WP^i ^Jb PlW» ftfl^ $we« 
PM The«jgij8igh^P5ypligbte4ypw?sb^be; 

The tim(|'« ^^ Jong; ;» ©t)ly lc«Qg tP me, 

C«(»M?. Then,. Ifttjjsgpwbere vesbpUPP'erbe^^en 

% q»y bir4 m'9t}i$(& 

P6^, Or my cruel queen. 

{Esteunt Phil^ and Cano. 

Queen above. O, PhUocles, unkind to callmecruel ! 
So false ^908$ did #Y)m Pido fly. 
But never branded b^ lyitb .cru^lty> 
Hpv J dfippi» wya# for loving «» ! 

^«^. At once you hate yourself, sod J^^e him too. 

Qim»' Hp, bi$ ingTAtitud^ has.Oired my WiJ^d : 
A fmM QUfi? »»^d ! 

Ji^*^ A»d y*t not spwRd, 
His ignorwfle af y^f t;ue ih(«lgbl;9 
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Excuses this ; you did seem cruel, madam. 

Queen. But much of kindness still mix'd with it. 
Who could mistake so grossly, not to know 
A Cupid frowning, when he draws his bow ? 

Ast. He*s going now to smart for his offence. 

Queen. Should he, without my leaVe, depart from 
hence ? 

Ast. No matter ; since you hate him, let him go. 

Queen. But I my hate by my revenge will show : 
Besides, his head's a forfeit to the state. 

Ast. When you take that, I will believe you hate. 
Let him possess, and then he'll soon repent ; 
And so his crime will prove his punishment. 

Queen. He may repent ; but he will first possess. 

Ast O, madam, now your hatred you ccmfess. 
If his possessing her your rage does move, 
'Tis jealousy, the avarice of lOve. / 

^leen. No more, Asteria. 
Seek Lysimantes out, and bid him set his guards 
Through all the court and dty. 
Prevent their marriage first ; then stop their flight. 
Some fitting punishments I will ordain. 
But speak not you of Fhilocles again : 
'Tis bold to search, ahd dangerous to find. 
Too much of heaven's, or of a prince's mind. 

[jQueen descends, and exit. 

As the Queen has done speakings Flavia is going 
hastily over the stage ; Asteria sees her, 

Ast. Flavia, Flavia, whither so fast? 
Fla. Did you call, Asteria ? 
Ast The queen has business with Prince Lysi- 
mantes ; 
Speak to any gentleman in the court to fetch bini. 

lEwit Asteria y?-ow eAove. 
Fla. I suspect somewhat, but I'll watdh you close; 
Prince Lysimantes has not chose in me 
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The worst spy of the court. 

Celadon ! what makes he here ? 

Enter Celadon, Olinda, and Sabina ; they walk 
Mer the stage together, he seeming to court them. 

CHind. Nay, sweet Celadon*—— 
Sab. Nay, dear Celadon. 

^ Fla. O ho ! I see his business now ; *tis with Me- 
lissa's two daughters. Look, look, how he peeps 
about, to see if the coast be clear ; like an hawk 
that will not plume, if she be looked on. 

IJSa^eunt Cel. Olind. and Sab. 
So— at last he has trussed his quarry. 

Enter Floeimel. 

Flo. Did you see Celadon this way ? 

Fla. If you had not asked the question, I should 
have thought you had come from watching him ; 
he's just gone off with Melissa's daughters. 

Flo. Melissa's daughters ! he did not court 'em, 
I hope? 

Fla. So busily, he lost no time. While he was 
teaching the one a tune, he was kissing the other^s 
hand. 

Flo. O fine gentleman ! 

Fla. And they so greedy of him ! did you never 
see two fishes about a bait, tugging it this way 
and t'other way ? for my part, I looked at least he 
should have lost a leg or arm i'the service.— ~Nay, 
never vex yourself, but e'en resolve to break with 
him. 

jF%). No, no, 'tis not come to that yet ; I'll cor- 
rect him first, and then hope the best from time. 
. Fla. From time ! believe me, there's little good 
to be expedted from him. I never knew the old 
gentleman with the scythe and hour-glass bring 
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any diing but grey hair^ thin checks, apd Ipsa p( 
teeth. Yoii see "Celadon Iqv^s others, 

Flo. There's the more hope he may love me 
among the rest. Hang it^ I would not marry one dt 
these solemn fops ; they are good for nothing, but 
to make cuckolds. Give me a servant^ that \b an 
high flier at all games, that is bpimteous of himi^elf 
to many women ; and y^U whenever I pde^isi^ to 
thronf out the lure of matnmwy, 9h(»M cowa 
down with a swing, and fly th^ bett^ 9X his pwn 
quarry. 

JFla. But are you surf you cpn take him down 
when you think good ? 

Flo. Nothing more certain. 

Fla. What wager will you venture upon the trial ? 

Flo. Any thing. 

Fia. My maidenhead to youis^ 

Flo. That's a good one ; who ^haU take the fyjt^ 
feit? 

^ Flo. ru go and write a letter, b$ firoro i^em twa 
sisters, to summon him immediately ; it ^hall b^ 
delivered before you* I warnmt^ you see a stWPge 
combat betwixt the flesh a&d tfay^ spirit. If bf 
leaves you to go to them, you'll grant he lor^ 
them better ? 

F2o. Not a jot the more. A bee mpf fAsk of 
many flowers, and yet like some one hotter tb«» 
all the rest. 

Fla. But then your b^ must not leave hia stuig 
behind him. 

Flo. Well ; make the experiment however, I 
hear him coming, and a whole noise of fidl^^ at 
his heels. Hey-day, wliat a mad hwband diall I 
have! J ■ n 

Enter Ceil^q^. 
Fla. And what a mad wife wiU he have ! Well, 
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I must go a little way, but 111 return immediiitelyf 
and write it. You'U keep him in diseourse the 
while? [Exit Fla. 

Cel. Where are you, madam ? What, da you 
mean to run away thus ? Pray atand to% that we 
may despatch this business. 

Flo. I think you mean to watch me, as they do 
witches, to make me confess 1 love you. Lord^ 
what a bustle have you kept this aftefnoon ? What 
with eating, singing, and dancing, I am so wearied, 
that I shaU not be in case to hear any more love 
this fortnight 

Cel. Nay, if you surfeit on't before trials Lord 
have mercy upon you, when I have married you. 

Flo. But what king's revenue, do you think, will 
maintain this extravagant expenoe ? 

CeL I have a damnable &ther, a rieh old rogue, 
if he would once die ! Lord, how long does he mean 
to make it ere he dies ! 

Flo. As long aa ever he can, I'll pans my word 
for him. 

Cel. I think, theack^ we had best e(»9sider him m an 
dbstijkate old fellow, that is deaf to t^ news c^ a 
better world ; and ne'er stay for hisfu 

Flo. But e'en mfmy ; and get him grandchildren 
in abundance, and great-grai^childreo upon them, 
and so inch him and shove him out of the world by 
the very force of new generations-^— r^if that be the 
way, you must excuse me. 

Cel. But dost thou know what it is to be an old 
maid? 

Flo. No, nor hope I shan't tbese twenty years, 

Cel. But when that time o^nes, in the first plaice, 
thou wilt be condemned to tell stories, how many 
men thou mightst have bad ; and none believe thee. 
Then thou growest forward, and impudently wea- 
riest all thy friends to solicit man for thee. 
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t^lo. Away with ycwir old common-place-wit. I 
am resolved to grow fat, and look young till forty^ 
and then slip out of the world, with the first wrin- 
kle, and the reputation of five and twenty. 

Cel. Well, what think you now o£ a reckoning 
betwixt us ? 

Flo. How do you mean ? 

Cd. To discount for so many days of my yearns 
service, as I have paid in this morning. 

Flo. With all my heart 

Cel. Imprimis, For a treat. 
Item, For my glass coach. 
Item, For sitting bare, and wagging your fan. 

And lastly, and principally, for my fiddity to you 
this long hour and half. 

Flo. For this I bate you three weeks of your ser- 
vice ; now hear your bill of £iults ; for your com* 
fort 'tis a short one. 

Cel. I know it. 

Flo. Imprimis, Hem, and sum total, for keeping 
company with Melissa's daughters. 

Cel. How the pox came you to know of that ? 
Gad, I believe the devil plays booty against himself, 
and tells you of my sins. [Aside. 

Flo. The offence being so small, the punishment 
shall be but proportionable ; I will i^t you back only 
half a year. 

Cel. You're most unconscionable. When then do 
you think we shall come together ? There's none 
but the old patriardhs could live long enough to 
marry you at this rate. What, do you take me for 
some cousin of Methusalem's, that I must stay an 
hundred years, before I come to beget sons and 
daughters ? 

Flo. Here's an impudent lover ! he complains of 
me. without ever ofiering to excuse himself; item, 
a fortnight more for that. 
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Cd. So, there's another puff in my voyage, has 
blown me back to the north of Scotland. 

Plo. All this is nothing to your excuse for the 
two sisters. 

Cd. 'Faith, if ever I did more than kiss them, and 
that but onc e 

Flo. What could you have done more to me ? 

Cd. An hundred times more ; as thou shalt know> 
dear rogue, at time convenient 

Flo. You talk, you talk ; could you kiss them, 
though but once, and ne'er think of me ? 

Cd. Nay, if I had thought of thee, I had kissed 
them over a thousand times, with the very force of 
imagination. 

Flo. The gallants are mightily beholden to you ; 
you have found them out a new way to kiss their 
mistresses, upon other women's lips. 

Cel. What would you have ? You are my Sultana 
Queen, the rest are but in the nature of your slaves ; 
I may make some slight excursions into the ene- 
my's country for forage, or so, but I ever return to 
my head quarters. 

Enter one with a letter. 

O/. Tome? 

Me^. If your name be Celadon. 

[Cel. reads softly. 

Flo. He is swallowing the pill; presently we 
shall see the operation. 

Cel. to thepageJ] Child, come hither, child ; here's 
money for thee : So, begone quickly, good child, be- 
fore any body examines thee. Thou art in a dan- 
gerous place, child [J%rusts him out] Very 

good ; the sisters send me woid, they will have the 

fiddles this afternoon, and invite me to sup there ! 

Now, cannot I forbear, an I should be damned, 

tho' I have scap'd a scouring so lately for it. Yet 
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I love Florimel better than botii of them together ; 
there's the riddle on't z Bnt only for the sweet sake 
of variety^^-^^-^-Well, we must all sin, and we must 
all repafit, and there's an end on't [Amde. 

Fh. What is it, that makes 70a fidge up and 
down so? 

CeL 'Faith, I am sent for by a very dear fiioid, 
and 'tis upon a business of life and death; 

Flo. On my life, some woman ? 

Cel. On my honour, some man ; dd you think I 
would lie to you ? 

Flo. But you engaged to sup with me. 

Cd. But I consider it may be scandalous to stay 
late in your lodgings. 

Adieu, dear miss ! If ever I am false to thee again !— 

[Exit Celabox. 

Flo. See what constant metal you men are made 
of! — He begins to vex me in good earnest. Hang 
him, let him go and take enough of 'em. And yet, 
methinks, I can't endure he should neidier. Lord, 
tiiat such a madcap as I should ever live to be jea- 
lous ! I must after him. 

Some ladies would discard him now, but I 

A fitter way for my revenge will find ; 

I'll marry him, and serve him in his kind. 

lExU Flo. 



ACT ly. 

SCENE L^The Waiks. 

Melissa, ^er her Olinda and Sabina. 

Md. I miist take this- business up in time : Hiis 
wild fellow begins to haunt my house again. Well, 
ril be bold to say it, 'tis jus easy to bring up a 

10 
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yx>Qng lidtt without hiig^hief^ as a tnftidehhead of 
fifteen, to make it tkmfe for an husband's bed. Not 
biit that die ybung man is handsoTne, rich, and 
young, and I eoUld h^ content he shc/uld marry one 
t)f them ; but tb sediice them both in thiisi manner ! — 
Well, I'll examine them apart, and if 1 cati find out 
Vhidi he loved. III ofibr him his dioiC6^^'UUii-4}lihda, 
come hither, ofaild« 

OiiHi Your pleabure^ madam? 

Mel. Nothing but for yourgodd^ Qlinda; what 
think j6\i of Celadon ? 

Olin. Why I think he's a very mad fellow ; but 
y^t I h^ve some bbligenients to \Ath \ he ttoehes 
ine new airs df the guitar, and talks wildly to m^, 
and I to him. 

Mid. But tell mi& in igainesi^ do ydu think he 
loves you ? 

ORn. Cah you doubt it ? There were lievet two 
so cut out for one another ; we both love singing, 
\dttneiug, treats^ atkd musie. In shorty we are each 
t>ther'f» ttout^t^part. 

itft/i But doe* he love you seriously ? " 

OMf^ Seriously ?*^I know not that ; if he did, pe^ 
haps I should not love him. But we sit and talk, 
and wrangle, aiid >re friends; when We are to- 

fetW, Wfe never hold our tongues ; and then we 
ave always a noise of fiddles at pur heels ; he 
hunts me merrily, as the hoUnd does the hare ; and 
either this is love, or I know it not 
Mel. Wdl, go back, and call 8«tbina to me. 

ipLDiNA goes behind^ 
This is a riddle past my finding out. Whether he 
lovie^ he)% or no^ is the qU<estion ; but tihis, I am 
«ure of, she loves him.— ^O, my little fevourite, I 
muM aftk you a question concerning Celadon ; is he 
fti love with yx)u ? 
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Sab. I tbink, indeed^ he does not hate me ; at 
least, if a man's word may be tak6n fw it 

Mel. But what expressions has he made you ? 

S4A. Truly, the man has dmie his part. . He has 
spoken civilly to me, and I was not ao young but 
I understood him. 

MeL And you could be content to marry him ? 

Sab. I have sworn never to marry ; besides, he's 
a wild young man ; yet, to obey you, mother, I 
would be cdntent to be sacrificed. 

Mel. No, no, we would but lead you to Ae al« 
tar. 

Sab. Not to put <^ the.gentlettian neither ; ^ 
if I have him not, I am resolved to die a. maid« 
that's once, mother. 

Md. Both my dau^teis are in love with him, 
and I cannot yet find he loves either of them. 

OUn. Mother, mother, yoader's Celaifen in the 
walks. 

Mel. Peace, wanton; you had best ring the 
bells for joy. Well, I'll not meet him, because I 
know not which to c^er him ; yet he seems to like 
the youngest best. I'll give him oppolrtunity with 
her. — Olinda, do you make haste aft^r me. 

OUn. This is something hard though. 

[Exit Mel. 

Enter Celadon. 

Cel. You see, ladies, the least . breath of yours 
brings me to you. I have been seeking you at your 
lodgings, and firom thence came hither after you. 

Sab. 'Twas well you found us. 

Cel. Found you ! half this brightness betwixt 
you two was enough to have lighted me ; I could 
never miss my way. Here's fair Olinda has beauty 
enough for one family ; such a voice, such a wit, ^ 
noble a stature, so white a skin ! 
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Olin. I thought he would be particular at last. 

Cel. And young Sabina, so sweet an innocence,' 
such a rose-bud newly blown ! This is my goodly 
palace of love, and that my little withdrawing room. 
A word, madaln.— — : . . [To Sab. 

CXin. I like not this— [u^jwcfe.] Sir, if jrou are not 
too busy with my sister, I would speak with you. 

Cel. I come, madam. 

Sab. Time enough, sir ; pray finish your dis- 
course — and as you were a saying, sir, 

Olin: Sweet sir,— » 

Sab. Sister, you forget, my mother bid you make 
haste. 

Olin. Well, go you, and tell her I am coming. 

Sab. I can never endure to be the messenger of 
ill news ; but, if you please, I'll send her word you 
won't come. 

Olin. Minion, minion, remember this f 

Sab. She's horribly in love with you. 

Cel. Lord, who could love that walking steeple ! 
She's so high, that every time she sings to me, t 
am looking up for the bell that tolls to diurch. — 
Ha! give me my little fifth-rate, that lies so. snug. 
She ! hang her, a Dutch-built bottom. She's so tall, 
there's no boarding her. But we lose time*- — ma- 
dam, let me seal my love upon your mouth. [JJTm] 
Soft and sweet, by heaven ! Sure you wear rose- 
leaves between your lips. 

Sab. Lord, Lord, what's the matter with me! my 
breath grows so short, I can scarce speak to you. 

Cel. No matter, give me thy lips again, and I'll 
speak for thee. 

Sab. You don't love me— — 

VOL. II. 2 E 
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Cd. I warrant thee ; sit down by me, and kiss 
agiun,— ^She warms faster than Pygmalion's image. 

\^side] [JOw] — Ay marry, sir, this was Sie 

original use of lips ; talking, eating, and drinking, 
came in by and by. 

Sab. Nay, pray, be dvil ; will you be at quiet ? 

Cel. What, would you have me sit still, and look 
upon you, like a UtCle puppy-dog, that's taught to 
beg with his fore-leg up ? 

Enter Florimel. 

Flo. Celadon the faithful ! in good time, sir, 

Cel. In very good time, Florimel ; for heaven's 
sake, help me quickly. 

Flo. Whafs the matter? 

Cel. Do you not see ? here's a poor gentlewoman 
in a swoon ! (Swoon away.) I have been rubbing 
her this half hour, and cannot bring her to her 
senses* 

Flo. Alas ! how came she so ? 

Cel. Oh barbarous ! do you stay to ask questions ? 
run, for chanty. 

Flo. Help, help ! alas ! poor lady [Ea^U Flo. 

Sab. Is she gone ? 

Cel. Ay, thanks be to my wit, that helped me at 
a pinch ; I thank heaven, I never pumpt for a lye 
in all my life yet. 

Sab. I am afraid you love her. Celadon ! 

Cel. Only as a civil acquaintance, or so; but, 
however, to avoid slander, you had best be gime 
before she comes again. 

Sab. I can find a tongue as well as she. 

Cel. Ay, but the truth is, I am a kind of scanda- 
lous person, and for you to be seen in my company 

stay in the walks ; by this kiss, I'll be with you 

presently. 
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Enter Florimel, running. 

Flo. Help, help ! — ^I can find nobody. 

Cel. T?is needless now, my dear ; she's recovered, 
and gone off; but so wan and weakly,— 

Fh. Umph ! I begin to smell a rat, — What was 
your business here. Celadon ? 

CeL Charity, christian charity; you saw I was 
labouring for life with her. 

Flo. But how came you hither ? — ^Not that I care 
this, but only to be satisfied. [Sings. 

Cel. You are jealous, in my conscience ! 

Flo. Who, I jealous ! — then I wish this sigh may 
be the last that ever I may draw. {Sighs* 

Cel. But why do you sigh, then ? 

Flo. Nothing but a cold, I cannot fetch my 
breath well. But what will you say, if I wrote the 
letter you had, to try your faith ? 

Cel. Hey day ! this is just the devil and the sin- 
ner ; you lay snares for me, and then punish me for 
being taken : Here's trying a man^s faith indeed !— -• 
What, do you think I had the faith of a stock, or 
of a stone? Nay, an you go to tantalize a man — ^ 
'Gad, I love upon the square, I can endure no tridks 
to be used to me. 

[Olinoa and Sabina at the door peeping. 

Olin. and Sab. Celadon ! Celadon ! 

Flo. What voices are those? 

CeL Some comrades of mine^ that call me to play. 
—Pox on them, they'll spoil dl. [Aside. 

Flo. Pray let's see them* 

Cel. Hang them, tatterdemallions ! they »e not 
worth your sight. — ^Pray, gentlemen, begone ; I'll 
be with you immediately. 

Sab. No ; we'll stay here for you. 

Flo. Do your gentlemen speak with treble voices? 
I am resolved to see what company you keep. ' 
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Cel. Nay, good my dear. 

\^He lays hold of her to puU her back, she lays 
hold o/^Olinda^ by whom Sabina holds ; so 
that, he pulling, they all come in. 

Flo. Are these your comrades ? 

[Sings.] ^Tis Strephon calls, what would my love ? 

Why do you not roar out, like a great bass-viol, 
Cofne follow to the myrtle-grwe. — ^Pray, sir, whidi 
of these fair ladies is it, for whom you were to do 
the courtesy ? for it were unconscionable to leave 
you to them both.— What, a man's but a man, you 
know. 

Olin. The gentleman may find an owner. 

Sab. Though not of you. 

Fh. Pray, agree whose the lost sheep is, and take 
him. 

Cel. 'Slife, they'll cry me anon, and tell my marks. 

Flo. Troth, I pity your highness there ; I per- 
ceive he has left you for the little one. Methinks 
be should have been afraid to break his neck, when 
he fell so high as from you to her. 

Sab. Well; my drolling lady, I may be even with 
you, 

Fh. Not this ten years, by the growth, yet. 

Sab. Can flesh and blood endure this ! 

I^h. How now, my amazon in dedmo sexto ! 

Olin. Do you aflront my sister ? 

Flo. Ay, but thou art so tall, I think I shall ne- 
ver aflFront thee. 

Sab. Come away, sister ; we shall be jeered to 
death else. [Exeunt Olin. and Sab. 

Flo. Why do you look that way ? You can't for- 
bear leering after the forbidden fruit— But when- 
e'er I take a wencher's word again ! 

Cel. A wencher's word ! — ^Why should you speak 
*o ccmtemptibly of the better half of mankind ? I'll 
stand up for the honour of my vocation. 
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Flo. You are in no fault, I warrant ! — 'Ware my 
busk * 

Cel. Not to give a fair lady the lie, I ^m in fault ; 
but otherwise — Come, let us be friends, and let me 
wait on you to your lodgings. 

Flo. This impudence shall not save you from my 
table-books. Item^ A month more for this fault. 

\Tkey walk to the do(yr^ 

1 Sold. [te?iMm.] Stand! 

2 S(M. Stand, give the word ! 

Ceh Now, what's the meaning of this, trow ? — 
guards set ! 

1 Sold. Give ^the word, or you cannot p^ss : — 
These are they, brother ; let's in and seize them. 

The two Soldiers enter, 

1 Sold. l)own with him ! 

2 Sold. Disarm him ! 

Cel. How now, rascals ? — 
IJDraws, and beats one qffl and catches the other. 
Ask your life, you villain. 

2 Sold. Quarter ! quarter ! 

Cel. Was ever such an insolence ? 

2 Sold. We did but our duty ;— here we were set 
to take a gentleman and lady, that would steal a 
marriage without the queen's consent, and we 
thought you had been they. [^Eant Sold. 

Flo. Your cousin Philocles, and the Princess 
Candiope, on my life ! fpr I heard the queen give 
private orders to Lysimantes, and name them twice 
or thrice. 

Cel. I know a score or two,of madcaps here hard 



"* The now almpst forgotten busk was a small slip of steel or 
wood, used to stiffen the stays* Florimel threatens to employ k 
as a rod of chi^stisement. 
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by, whom I can pick up from taverns, and gaming- 
housesy and bordels ; those TU bring to aid him. — 
Now, Florimel, there's an argument for wenching : 
Where would you have had so many hcmest men to- 
gether, upon tne sudden, for a brave employment ? 

Flo. You'll leave me then, to take my K>rtune ? 

CeL No : — ^If you will, I'll have you into the 
places aforesaid, and enter you into good company. 

Flo. *Thank you, sir; here's a key, will let me 
through this back-door to my own lodgings. 

CeL If I come off with life, I'll see you this even- 
ing ; if not, — adieu, Florimel ! 

Flo. If you come not, I shall conclude you are 
killed ; or tsiken, to be hanged for a rebel to-morrow 
morning : and then I'll honour your memory with 
H lampoon, instead of an epitaph. 

Cel. No, no ! I trust betta* in my fate ; I know 

I am reserved to do you a courtesy. [Exif Cel, 

[As Floeimel is unlocking the door to go out, 

Flavia opens it against her, and enters to 

her^ followed hy a Page. 

Fla. Florimel, do you hear the news ? 

Flo, I guess they are in pursuit of Fhilocles, 

Flo, When Lysimf^ntes came with the queen's 
orders. 
He refused to render up Candiope ; 
And, with some few brave friends he had about him, 
Js forcing of his way through all the guards. 

Fib. A gallant fellow !— I'll in, will you with 
me? — 
Hark ! the noise comes this way ! 

Fla. I have a message from the queen to Lysi- 
mantes. — 
I hope I may be safe among the soldiers. 

Flo. Oh, very safe ! — Perhaps some hcmest fdlow 
in the tumult may t^e pity of thy maidenhead, or 
so. — ^Adieu ! [Exit Flo. 

12 
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- Page. The noise comes nearer, madam. 

Fla. I am glad on't — This message gives me the 
opportunity of speaking privately with Lysimantes. 

Mnter Philocles and Candiope, with three 
Friends^ pursued hy Lysimantes^ andScldkers. 

- JLys. What is it renders you thus obstinate ? You 
have no hope of flight, and to resist is Aill as vain. 

PhU. I'll die rather than yield her up. 

Fla. My lord ! 

Ijys. How now? some new message from the 
queen ? — 
Retire a while to a convenient distance. 

[ To the Soldiers. Lys. and Fl av. whisper. 

Jjys. O Flavia, 'tis impossible ! the queen in love 
with Philodes ! 

Fla. I have suspected it before ; but now 
My ears .and eyes are witnesses. 
This hour I overheard her to Asteria^ 
Making such sad complaints of her hard fate !^- 
For my part, I believe you lead him back 
But to his coronation. 

L/ys. Hell take him first ! 

Fla. Presently after this she call'd for me, 
And bid me run, and, with strict care, command 

you. 
On peril of your life, he had no harm : 
But, sir, she spoke it with so great concernment, 
Methought I saw love, anger, and despair. 
All combating at once upon her &ce. 

LAfs. Tell the queen— -I know not what, 
I am distracted so. — 
But go, and leave me to my thoughts.— 

[Exit Flavia. 
Was ever such amazing news. 
Told in so strange and critical a moment ?— 
WhatshaUIdo?— 
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Does she love Philocles, who loves not her ; 
And loves not Lysimantes, who prefers her 
Above his life ? — What rests, but that 1 take 
This opportunity, which she herself 
Has given me, to kill this happy rival ! — 
Assist me, soldiers ! 

PhiL They shall buy me dearly, 

Cand. Ah me, unhappy maid ! 

Enter Celadon mth his Friends^ unbuttoned and 
reeling. 

Cel. Courage, my noble cousin ! I have brought 
A band of blades, the bravest youths of Syracuse ; 
Some drunk, some sober, all resolved to run 
Your fortune to the utmost. — ^Fall on, mad boys ! 

Lys. Hold a little J— 
I'm not secure of victory against these desperate 
ruffians. . 

Cel No, but 111 secure you ! They shall cut your 
throat for such another word of them. Kuffians, 
quoth a' ! call gamesters, whoremasters, and drunk- 
ards, ruffians ! 

Lf/s. Pray, gentlemen, fall back a little. 

CeL O ho, are they gentlemen now with you ! — 
3peak first to your gentlemen soldiers to retire ; 
And then TU speak to my gentlemen ruffians. 

[Cel. signs to his party. 
There's your disciplined men now. — 

[ Th^ »ignj and the Soldiers retire on both sides. 
Come, gentlemen, let's lose no time : While they 
are talking, let's have one merry main before we 
die, for mortality sake. 

1 Fr. Agreed ! here's my cloak for a table. 

2 Fr. And my hat for a box. 

[They lie down and throw. 
Lys. Suppose I kill'd him ! 
Twould but exasperate the queen the more : 
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He loves not her, nor knows he she loves him. — 
A sudden thought is come into my head, — 
So to contrive it, that this Philocles, 
And these his friends, shall bring to pass that for 

me. 
Which I could never compass. — ^True, I strain 
A point of honour ; but then her usage to me- 
lt shall be so. — 

Pray, Philocles, command your soldiers ojff ; 
As I will mine. I've somewhat to propose. 
Which you pei*haps may like. 

Can I will not leave him. 

L/ys. 'Tis my desire you should not 

Phil. Cousin, lead off your friends. 

Cel. One word in your ear, coz. — Let me advise 
you, either make your own conditions, or never 
agree with him ; his men are poor rogues, they can 
never stand before us. , 

[^Exeunt all hut Lys. Piiiii. and Cand. 

L/ys. Suppose some friend, ere night. 
Should bring you to possess all you desire ; - 
And not so only, but secure forever 
The nation's happiness ? 

Phil. I would think of him. 
As some god or angel. 

Lys. That god or angel you and 1 may be to one 
another. 
We have betwixt us 

An hundred men ; the citadel you govern. 
What were it now to seize the queen ? 

Phil. O impiety ! to seize the queen ! — 
To seize her,, said you ? 

Lys. The word might be too rough,—! meant, 
secure her. 

Phil. Was this your proposition ?— 
And had you none to make it to but me ? 

Jjys. Pray hear me out, ere you condemn me ! — 
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I would not the least violence were oflfer^d 
Her person. Two small grants is all I ask ; 
To make me happy in herself, and you 
In your Candiope. 

Cand. And will not you do this, my Fhilodes ?-- 
Nay, now my brother speaks but reason. 

PAi/. Interest makes all seem reason, that leads 
to it ; 
Interest, that does the zeal of sects create. 
To purge a church, and to reform a state. 

Lys. In short, the queen hath sent to part you 
two. 
What more she means to her, I know not. 

PhU. To her, alas ! — ^Why, will not you protect 
her? 

lyys. With you I can ; but whereas my power 
alone? 

Cand. You know she loves me not. You lately 
heard her. 
How she insulted over me. How she 
Despised that beauty, which yoi; say I have. — 
I see, she purposes my death. 

Phil. Why do you fright me with it ? 
'Tis in your brother's power to let us 'scape. 
And then you run no danger. 

Lys. True, I may ; 
But then my head must pay the forfeit of it. 

Phil. O wretched Philocles ! whither would love 
Hurry thee headlong ! 

Ijys. Cease these exclamations. 
There's no danger on your side ; 'tis but to 
Live without my sister ; resolve that. 
And you have shot the gulf. 

Phil. To live without ner ! Is that nothing, think 
you? 
The damn'd in hell endure no greater pain. 
Than seeing heaven from far with hopeless eyes. 
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Cand. Cahdiope must die, and die for you.— 
See it not unrevenged at least. 

Phil. Ha, unrevenged ! On whom should I re- 
venge it ? — 
But yet she dies, and I may hinder it ? 
'Tis I then murder my Candiope. — 
And yet, should I take arms against tey queen, 
That favoured me, raised me to what I am ?• — 
Alas ! it must not be. 

hya. He cools again. — \Aside. 

True, she once favour'd you ; 
But now I am informed, 
She is besotted on an upstart wretch 
So far, that she intends to ni^ke him master 
Both of||her crown and person. 

Phih i&iows he that ! 
Then, what I dreaded most is come to pass. — 

\Aside. 
I am convinced of the necessity ; 
Let us make haste to raze 
That action from the annals of her reign. 
No motive but her glory could have wrought me. 
I am a traitor to her, to preserve her 
From treason to herself. Yet heaven knows. 
With what a heavy heart 
Philocles turns reformer. But have care 
This fault of her strange passion take no air. 
Let not the vulgar blow upon her fame. 

Lys. I will be careful. — Shall we go, my lord ? 

Phil, Time wastes apace ; each first prepare his 
men. — 
Come, my Candiope. \JExeunt Phil, and Cand. 

Lys, This ruins him forever with the queen ; 
The odium's half his, the profit all my own. 
Those who, like me, by others' help would climb. 
To make them sure, must dip them in their crime. 

\Exit. 
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SCENE 11.-2%^ Queerer apartments. 

Enter Queen and Asteeia. 

Queen. No more news yet from Philodes ? 

Ast. None, madam, since Flavians return. 

Queen. O, piy Astwia } if you loved me, sure 
You would say something to me of my Fhilocles ? 
I could speak ever of him. 

A^. Madam, you commanded me no more to 
name him to you. 

Queen. Then I command you now, speak of no- 
thing else. — 
I charge you here, on your allegiance, tell me 
What I should do with him ? 

Ast. When you gave orders that he should be 
taken. 
You seem'd resolved how to dispose of him. 

Queen. Dull Asteria ! not to know, 
Mad people never think the same thing twice ! — 
Alas f I'm hurried restless up and down. — 
I was in anger once, and then I thought 
L had put into shore : 

But now a gust of love blows hard against me. 
And bears me off again. 

Ast. Shall I sing the song you made of Philodes, 
And called it Secret Love f 

Queen. Do-; for that's all kindness. And while 
thou singest it, I can think nothing but what pleases 
me. 

SONG. 

• 

I feed aflame within, which so torments m^. 
That it both pains my heart, and yet contents me ; 
' Tis such a pleasing smart, and I so^ love it. 
That I had rather die, than once remove it. 
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Yet liCyfyr whom Igrieoe^ shall never know it; 
' My tongue does not betray^ 'nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, nor a tear, my pain discloses^ 
But iheyfaU sileniiy, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my hvefrom being cruel. 
My heart* s the sacri/ice, as 'tis the fuel. 
And while I suffer this to give him quiet. 
My faith rewards my hve^ though he deny it. 

On his eyes mil Igasie, and there delight me ; 
While I conceal my love no frown can fright me. 
To he more happy, I dare not a^ire ; 
Nor can I fall more low, mounting no higher. 

Queen. Peace ! — ^Methinks I hear the noise 
Of clashing swords, and clattering arms below. 

Enter Flavia* 

Now ; what news, that you press in so rudely ? 

Fla. Madam, the worst that can be. — 
Your guards upon the sudden are surprised. 
Disarmed ; some slain ; all scattered. 

Queen. By whom ? 

Fla. Prince Lysimantes, and Lord Philocles. 

Queen. It cannot be ; Philocles is a prisoner. 

Fla. What my eyes saw. 

Queen. Pull them out ; they are false spectacles. 

Ast. O, virtue ! impotent and blind as fortune ! 
Who would be good, or pious, if this queen. 
Thy great example, suffers ! 

Queen. Peace, Asteria ! accuse not virtue ; 
She has but given me a great occasion 
Of shewing what I am, when fortune leaves me. 

Ast. Philocles to do this ! 

Queen. Ay, Philocles! — I must confess 'twas 
hard ! — 



Digitized by 



Googk 



446 THE MAIDEN QUEEN. ACT lY. 

But there^s a fate in kindness. 

Still to be least retum'd, where most 'tis^given.— 

Where's Candiope ? 

Fla. Philoeles was whispering to her. 

Queen. Hence, screech-owl! — Call my guards 
quickly there ! — 
Put them apart in several prisons ! — 
Alas ! I had forgot, I have no guards. 
But those which are my jailors. 
Never till now unhappy queen ! 
The use of powCT, tiU lost, is seldom known ; 
Now, I should strike, I find my thunder gone. 

[Exeunt Queen and Flav. 

Fhilocles entersy and Tneets Asteria going out. 

Phil. Asteria, whereas the queen ? 

Ast Ah, my lord ! what have you done ? 
I came to seek you. 

Phil. Is it from her you come ? ' 

Ast No ; but on her behalf. — ^Her heart's too 
great. 
In this low ebb of fortune, to entreat. 

Phil. *Tis but a short eclipse. 
Which past, a glorious day will soon ensue. — 
But I would ask a favour too from you. 

Ast. When conquerors petition, they command; 
Those, that can captive queens, who can withstand ? 

Phil. She, with her happiness, might mine create ; 
Yet seems indulgent to her own iU fate. 
But she in secret hates me, sure ; for why» 
If not, should she Candiope deny ? 

Ast If you dare trust my knowledge of her 
mind. 
She has no thoughts of you that are unkind. 

Phil. I could my sorrows with some patience 
bear. 
Did they proceed from any one but her. 
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But from the queen ! whose person I adore, 
By duty much, by inclination more. 

Ast He is inclined already ; did he know 
That she loved him, how would his passion grow ! 

[^Aside. 

Phil. That her fair hand with destiny combines ! 
Fate ne'er strikes deep, but when unkindness joins ; 
For, to confess the secret of my mind. 
Something so tender for the queen I find. 
That even Candiope can scarce remove. 
And, were she lower, I should call it love- 

Ast. She charged me, not this secret to betray ; 
But I best serve her, if I disobey. 
For, if he loves, *twas for her interest done ; 
If not, he'll keep it secret for his own. {^Aside. 

Phil. Why are you in obliging me so slow ? 

Ast. The thing's of great importance, you would 
know; 
And you must first swear secresy to all. 

PhiL I swear. 

Ast. Yet hold ; your oath's too general. 
Swear that Candiope shall never know. 

Phil. I swear. 

Ast No ; not the queen herself. 

Phil. I vow. 

Ast. You wonder why I am so cautious grown. 
In telling what concerns yourself alone. 
But spare my vow, and guess what it may be. 
That makes the queen deny Candiope ; 
'Tiis neither heat, nor pride, that moves her mind ; 
Methinks the riddle is not hard to find. 

Phil. You seem so great a wonder to intend. 
As were, in me, a crime to apprehend. 

Ast. 'Tis not a crime to know ; but would bq one. 
To prove ungrateful when your duty's known. 

Phil. Why would you thus my easy faith abuse ? 
I cannot think the queen so ill would chuse. 



Digitized by 



Googk 



448 THE MAIDEN QUEEN. ACT IV. 

But stay, now your imposture will appear ; 
She has herself confess'd she loved elsewhere ; 
On some ignoble choice has placed her heart, 
One, who wants quality, and more, desert 

AsU This, though unjust, you have most right to 
say; 
For, if you*ll rail against yourself, you may. 

Phil Dull that J was ! 
A thousand things now crowd my memory. 
That make me know it could be none but I. 
Her rage was love ; and its tempestuous flame, 
Liike lightning, shew'd the heaven from whence it 

came. 
But in her kindness my own shame I see ; 
Have I dethroned her, then, for loving me ? 
I hate myself for that which I have done. 
Much more, discover'd, than I did unknown. 
How does she brook her strange imprisonment ? 

Ast As great souls should, that make their own 
content. 
The hardest term, she for your act could find. 
Was only this, — O Philocles, unkind ! ^ 

Then, setting free a sigh, from her fair eyes 
She wiped two pearls, the remnant of wild showers. 
Which hung like drops upon the bells of flowers ; 
And thank'd the heavens. 
Which better did, what she designed, pursue. 
Without her crime, to give her power to you. 

Phil. Hold, hold ! you set my thoughts so near 
a crown. 
They mount above my reach, to pull them down. 
Here constancy, ambition there does move ; 
On ^ach side beauty, and on both sides love. 

Ast. Methinks the least you can, is to receive 
This love with reverence, and your former leave. 

Phil. Think but what difficulties come between \ 

Ast. 'Tis wond*rous difficult to love a queen. 
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Phil. For pity, cease more reasons to provide, 
I am but too much yielding to your side ; 
And, were my heart but at my Own dispose, 
I should not make a scruple now to chuse. 

Ast. Then if the queen will my advice approve. 
Her hatred to you shall expel her love. 

Phil. Not to be loved by her as hard would be. 
As to be hated by Candiope. 

Ast. I leave you to resolve while you have time ; 
You must be guilty, but may chuse your crime. 

[JE'onY ASTERIA* 

Phil, One thing I have resolved ; and that I'll do, ' 
Both for my love, and for my honour too ; 
But then (ingratitude and falsehood weigh'd,) 
I know not which would most my soul upbraid. 
Fate shoves me headlong down a rugged way ; 
Unsafe to run, and yet too steep to stay. 

lExit Phil. 



ACT V. 

SCENE 1.-7%^ Court. 

Florimel in man's habit. 

Flo. /Twill be rare now, if I can go through with 
it, to outdo this mad Celadon in all his tricks, and 
get both his mistresses from him ; then I shall re- 
venge myself upon all three, and save my own stake 
into the bargain ; for I find I do love the rogue, in 
spite of all his infidelities. Yonder they are, and 
this way they must come. If clothes and a bon 
mien will take them, I shall do it.— Save you. Mon- 
sieur Florimel ! Faith, methinks you are a very jan* 
ty fellow, poudrS et ajuste^ as well as the best of 
*em. I can manage the little comb; set my hat, 
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shake my, garniture, toss about my empty noddle, 
walk with a courant slur, and at every step peck 
down my head. If I should be mistaken for some 
courtier now, pray where's the difference ? 

Enter, to her. Celadon, Olinda, atid Sabina. 

Olin. Never mince the matter ! 

Sah. You have left your heart behind with Flo- 
rimel ; we know it. 

Cel. You know you wrong me ; when I am with 
l^lorimel, 'tis still your prisoner, it only draws a 
longer chain after it. 

Flo. Is it e'en so ! then farewell, poor Florimel ! 
thy maidenhead is condemned to die with thee. 

Cel. But let's leave this discourse ; 'tis all digres- 
sion, that does not speak of your beauties. 

Flo. Now for me, in the name of impudence !— 
\Comesforward.'] They are the greatest beauties, 
I confess, that ever I beheld — ^ 

Cel. How now, what's the meaning of this, young 
fellow ? 

Flo. And therefore I cannot wonder that this gen- 
tleman, who has the honour to be known to you, 
should admire you, since I, that am a stranger 

Cel. And a very impudent one, as I take it, sir. 

Flo. Am so extremely surprised, that 1 admire, 
love, am wounded, and am dying, all in a moment. 

Cel. I have seen him somewhere, but where, I 
know not. — Pr'ythee, my friend, leave us; dost 
thou think, we do not know our way in court? 

Fh. I pretend not to instruct you in your way ; 
you see I do not go before you ; but you cannot 
possibly deny me the happiness to wait upon these 
ladies ; me, who— — 

Cel. Thee, who shalt be beaten most unmerci- 
fully, if thou dost follow them. 

Fh: You will not draw in court, I hope ? 
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Cel. Fox on bim, let's wfdk away faster, md. be 
rid of him. 

Fh. Of take no care for me, sir ! you shall not 
lose me ; I'll rather mend my pace, than not wait 
on you. 

Olin. I begin to like this fellow, 

Cel. You make very bold here in my seraglio, 
and I shall find a time to t^ll you so, sir. 

Flo. When you find a time to tell me on't, I shall 
find a time to answer you. But, pray, what do you 
find in yourself so extraordinary, that you should 
serve these ladies better than I? Let me know 
what 'tis you value yourself upon, and let them 
judge betwixt us. 

Cel. I am somewhat more a man than you. 

Flo. That is, you are so much older than I.— Do 
you like a man ever the better for his age, ladies ? 

Sab. Well said, young gentleman. 

Cel. Pish, thee ! a young raw creature ; thou hast 
ne'er been under the barber's hands yet. 

Flo* No, nor under the surgeon's neither, as you 
have been. " 

Cel. 'Slife, what would'st thou be at? I am mad- 
der than thou art. 

Flo. The devil you are ! I'll tope with you ; I'll 
jsing with you ; I'll dance with you ; I'll swag- 
ger with you 

Cel. I'll fight with you. 

Fh. Out upon fighting ! 'tis grown so common 
a fashion, that a modish man condemns it ; a man 
of garniture and feather is above the dispensation 
of the sword. 

OUn. Uds my life ! here's the queen's music just 
going to us ; you shall decide your quarrel by a 
dance. 

Sah. Who stops the fiddles? 
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Cel. Base and treble, by your leaves, we arrest 
you at these ladies' suits. 

Flo. Come on, sirs, play me a jig ; you shall see 
how rU baffle him. 

BANCE. 

Flo. Your judgment, ladies. 

OUn. You, sir ; you, sir. This is the rarest gen- 
tleman ! I could live and die with him 

SA. Lord, how he sweats ! — ^Please you, sir, to 
make use of my handkerchief? 

OUn. You and I are merry, and just of an hu- 
mour, sir ; therefore we two should love one ano- 
dier. 

Sab. And you and I are just of an age, sir ; and 
therefore, methinks, we should not hate one ano- 
ther. 

CeL Then I perceive, ladies, I am a castaway, a 
reprobate, with you. Why, 'faith, this is hard luck 
now, that I should be no less than one whole hour 
in getting your affections, and now must lose 'em 
in a quarter of it 

OUn. No matter, let him rail ; does the loss af- 
flict you, sir ? 

Cel. No, in faith, does it not ; for if you had not 
forsaken me, I had you. So the willows may flou- 
rish, for any branches I shall rob 'em of 

Sab. However, we have the advantage to have 
left you ; not you us. 

Cd. That's only a certain nimbleness in nature, 
you women have, to be first inconstant ; but if you 
had not made the more haste, the wind was veer- 
ing too upon my weathercock. The best on't is, 
Fforimel is worth both of you. 

Fh. 'Tis like she'll accept of their leavings. 

Cel. She will accept on't, and she shall accept 
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on't : I think I know more than you of her mmd, 

sir. 

Enter Melissa. 

Md. Daughters, there's a poor collation within, 
that waits for you. 

Fh. Will you walk, musty sir ? 

Cel. No, marry, sir, I will not ; I have surfeited 
of that old woman's face already. 

Flo. Begin some frolic, then ; what will you do 
for her ? 

Cel. Faith, I am no dog, to show tricks for her ; 
I cannot come aloft to an old woman, 

Flo. Dare you kiss her ? 

Cel. I was never dared by any man. By your 
leave, old madam [^He plucks cffher ruff. 

Mel. Help! help! do you discover my nakedness? 

Cel. Peace, Tiffany ! no harm ! IHeputs on the 
ruff.'] Now, sir, here's Florimel's health to you. 

[Kisses her. 

Mel. Away, sir ! — ^A sweet young man as you 
are, to abuse the gift of nature so I 

Cel. Good mother, do not commend me so; I am 
flesh and blood, and you do not know what you 
may pluck upon that reverend person of yours.— 
Come on, follow your leader. 

[Gives Florimel the ruff; she puts it on. 

Flo. Stand fair, mother — 

Cel. What, with your hat on ? Lie thou there ;— 
and thou, too— ^ — 

[Plucks qffher hat and peruke^ and discovers 
Florimel* 

All. Florimel! 

Flo. My kind mistresses, how sorry I am I can 
do you no further service ! I think I had best re- 
sign you to Celadon, to make amends for me. 
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Cel. Lord ! what a misfortune it was, ladies, that 
the gentleman could not hold forth to you ? 

Olin. We have lost Celadon too. 

Mel. Come away ; this is past enduring. 

^Exeunt Mel. and Olin. 

Sab. Well, if ever I believe a man to be a man, 
for the sake of a peruke and feather again ! IJEait. 

Ph. Come, Celadon, shall we make accounts 
even ? Lord ! what a hanging-look was thefe? in* 
deed, if you had been recreant to your mistress, or 
had forsworn your love, that sinner's face had been 
but decent ; but, for the virtuous, the innocent, the 
constant Celadon ! 

Cel. This is not very heroic in you now, to in- 
sult over a man in his misfortunes ; but take heed, 
you have robb'd me of my two mistresses ; I shall 
grow desperately constant, and all the tempest of 
toy love will fall upon youf head : I shall so f>ay 
you! 

Flo. Who, you pay me ! you are a bankrupt, cast 
beyond all possibility of recovery. 

Cel. If I am a bankrupt. 111 be a very honest 
one ; when I cannot pay my debts, at least Til give 
you up the possession of my body. 

Flo. No, I'll deal better with you ; since you are 
unable to pay, I'll give in your bond. 

Enter Philocles toith a comma/nder's staff in his 
ha/nd^ attended. 

Phil. Cousin, I am sorry I must take you from 
your company about an earnest business. 

Fh. There needs no excuse, my lord ; we had 
despatched our affairs, and were just parting. 

Cel. Will you be going, sir? sweet sir, — damn'd 
sir ! — I have but one word more to say to you. 

Flo. As I am a man of honour, I'll wait on you 
some other time. 
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CeL By these breeches,*--^-^ 

Flo. Which, if I many you, I am resolved to 
wear ; put that into our bargain, and so adieu, sin 

lExit Flo. 

PhU. Hark you, cousin,^-*—- [They whisper. 
You'll see it exactly executed ; I rely upon you. 

Cd. I shall not fail, my lord ; may the conclu- 
sion of it prove happy to you. [Exit Cel. 

Philocles sdtis. 

Where-e'er I cast about my wandering eyes. 

Greatness lies ready in some shape to tempt me. 

The royal furniture in every room. 

The guards, and the huge waving crowds of people, 

All waiting for a sight of that fair queen. 

Who makes a present of her love to me. 

Now tell me, Stoick ! 

If all these with a wish might be made thine, 

Would'st thou not truck thy ragged virtue for 'em ? 

If glory was a bait that angels swallow'd. 

How then should souls allied to sense resist it ? 

Enter Candiope. 

Ah poor Candiope ! I pity her, 
But that is all. 

Cdnd. O my dear Philocles ! 
A thousand blessings wait on thee ! 
The hope of being thine, I think, will put 
Me past my meat and sleep with ecsta^. 
So I shall keep the fasts of seraphims. 
And wake for joy, like nightingales in May. 

Phil. Wake, Philocles, wake from thy dream of 
glory, 
'Tis all but shadow to Candiope. 
Canst thou betray a love so innocent ? [Aside. 

Cand. What makes you melancholick ? I doubt, 
I have displeased you. 
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Phil. No, my love, I am not displeased with 
you. 
But with myself, when I consider, . 
How little I deserve you. 

Cand. Say not so, my Philodes ; a love so true 
as yours, 
That would have left a court, and a queen's favour. 
To live in a poor hermitage with me , ■ ■ 

Phil. Ha ! she has stung me to the quick ! 
As if she knew the falsehood I intended ; 
But, I thank heaven, it has recall'd my virtue. 

\_Aside. 
Oh ! my deai*, I love you, and you only ; [Tb her. 
Go in, I have some business for a while ; 
But I think minutes ages 'till we meeL 

Cand. I knew you had; but yet I could not 
chuse. 
But come and look upon you. ^Exit Candiop£. 
Phil. What barbarous man would wrong so sweet 
a virtue ! 

Enter the Queen in blacky tvith Asteria. 

Madam, the states are straight to meet ; but why 
In these dark ornaments will you be seen ? 

Queen. They fit the fortune of a captive queen. 
PhiL Deep shades are thus to heighten colours 
set; 
So stars in night, and diamonds shine in jet. 

Queefi, True friends should so in dark afflictions 
shine. 
But I have no great cause to boast of mine. 

Phil, You may have too much prejudice for 
some. 
And think them false, before their trials come. 
But, madam, what determine you to do ? 

Queen. I came not here to be advised by you : 
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But charge you, by that power which once you 

own'd. 
And which is still my right, even when unthroned. 
That whatsoe'er the states resolve of me. 
You never more think of Candiope. 

Phil. Not think of her ! ah, how should I obey ! ' 
Her tyrant eyes have forced my heart away. 

Queen. By force retake it from those tyrant eyes; 
111 grant you out my letters of reprise. 

Phil. She has too well prevented that design. 
By giving me her heart in change for mine. 

Queen. Thus foolish Indians gold for glass fore- 
go; 
'Twas to your loss you prized your heart so low. 
I set its value when you were advanced. 
And as my favours grew, its rate enhanced. 

Phil. The rate of subjects' hearts by yours must 

go, 
And love in yours has set the value low. 

Queen. I stand corrected, and myself reprove ; 
You teach me to repent my low-placed love : 
Help me this passion from my heart to tear ! — 
Now rail on him, and I will sit and hear. 

Phil. Madam, like you, I have repented too. 
And dare not rail on one, I do not know. 

Queen. This, Philocle^, like strange perverseness 
shows, 
As if whate'er I said you would oppose. 
How come you thus concem'd for this unknown ? 
Phil. I only judge his actions by my own. 
Queen. I've heard too much, and you too much 
have said. 
O heavens, the secret of my soul's betray'd ! 
He knows my love, I read it in his face. 
And blushes, conscious of his queen's disgrace. 

lA^ide. 
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Hence quickly, hence, or I shall die with shame. 

[To him. 

Phil. Now I love both, and both with equal 
flame. 
Wretched I came, more wretched I retire : 
When two winds blow it, who can quench the fire ? 

lExH PniLOCtES. 

Queen. O my Asteria ! I know not whom to ac- 
cuse ; 
But either my own eyes or you have told 
My love to Philodes. 

Ast. Is't possible that he should know it, ma- 
dam ? 

Queen. Methinks, you ask that question guiltily. 
ILays her hand on Asteria's shoulder. 
Confess, for I will know what was the subject 
Of your long discourse i'th' antichamber with him. 

Ast It was business to convince him, madam^ 
How ill he did, being so much obliged. 
To join in your imprisonment. 

Queen. Nay, now I am confirm'd my thought 
was true ; 
For you could give him no such reason 
Of his obligements, as my love. 

Ast. Because I saw him much a malecontent, 
I thought to win him to your interest, madam. 
By telling him it was no want of kindness. 
Made your refusal of Candiope^ 
And he, perhaps 

Queen. What of him now ? 

Ast. As men are apt, interpreted my words. 
To all the advantage he could wrest th^ sense. 
As if I meant you loved him. 

Queen. Have I deposited within thy breast 
The dearest treasure of my life, my glory. 
And hast thou thus betray'd me ! 
But why do I accuse thy finale weakness, 
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And not my own, for trusting thee ! 
Unhappy queen, PhUocles knows thy fondness. 
And needs must think it done by thy command. 

JM. Dear madam, think not so. 

Queen. Peace, peace, thou should'st for ever hold 
thy tongue : 
For it has spoke too much for all thy life. £To ker. 
Then Philocles has told Candiope, 
And courts her kindness with his scchu of me. 
O whither am I fallen ! 
But I. must rouse myself^ and give a stop 
To all these ills by headlong passion caused* 
In hearts resolved weak love is put to flight. 
And only conquers, when we dare not fight. 
But we indulge our harms, and, while he gains 
An entrance, please ourselves into our pains. 

Enter Lysimantes. 

Ast. Prince Lysimantes, madam. 

Queen. Come near, you poor deluded criminal ; 
See how ambition cheats you : 
You thought to find a prisoner here, 
Sut you behold a queen. 

Ia/s. And may you long be so ; 'tis true, this act 
May cause some wonder in your majesty. 

Queen. None, cousin, none ; I ever thought you 
Ambitious, proud, designing. 

Lys. Yet all my pride, designs, and my ambi- 
tion. 
Were taught me by a master. 
With whom you are not unacquainted, madam. 

Queen. Explain yourself; dark purposes, like 
yours. 
Need an interpretation. 

Li/s. 'Tis love, I mean. 

Queen. Have my low fortunes given thee 
This insolence, to name it to thy queen ? 
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1/ys. Yet you have heard love named without 
offence. 
As much below you as you think my passion^ 
I can look down on yours. 

Qiieen. Does he know it too ! 
This is the extremest malice of my stars ! [Aside. 

JLys. You see that princes* faults, 
^Howe'er they think tnem safe from public view) 
Fly out thro' the dark crannies of their closets : 
We know what the sun does, 
Even when we see him not, in t'other world. 

Queen. My actions, cousin, never fear'd the light. 

Lys. Produce him, then, your darliiig of the dark. 
For such an one you have. 

Queen. I know no such. 

Ijijs. You know, but will not own him. 

Queen. Rebels ne'er want pretence to blacken 
kings. 
And this, it seems, is yours : Do you produce him. 
Or ne'er hereafter sully my renown 
With this aspersion. — Sure he dare not name him. 



[Aside. 
else- 



Ijijs. I am too tender of your fame ; or 
Nor are things brought to that extremity : 
Provided you accept my passion, 
I'll gladly yield to think I was deceived. 

Queen. Keep in your error still ; I will not buy 
Y6ur good opinion at so dear a rate, 
And my own misery, by being yours. 

L/ys. Do not provoke my patience by such scorns. 
For fear I break through all, and name him to you. 

Queen. Hope not to fright me with your mighty 
looks ; 
Know, I dare stem that tempest in your brow. 
And dash it back upon you. 

Lys. Spite of prudence it will out : — 'Tis Philo- 
cles ! 
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Now judge, when I was made a property 

To cheat myself, by making him your prisoner, 

Whether I had not right to take up arms ? 

Queen. Poor envious wretch ! 
Was this the venom that swell'd up thy breast ? 
My grace to Philocles mis-deem*d my love ! 

Lt/s. 'Tis true, the gentleman is innocent ; 
He ne'er sinn'd up so high, not in his wishes : 
You know he loves elsewhere. 

Queen. You mean your sister. 

Lys. I wish some Sibyl now would tell me, 
Why you refused her to him. 

Queen. Perhaps I did not think him worthy of 
her. 

Lys. Did you not think him too worthy, madam ? 
This is too thin a veil to hide your passion ; 
To prove you love him not, yet give her him. 
And rU engage my honour to lay down my arms. 

Queen. He is arrived where I would wish — 

[Aside. 
Call in the company, and you shall see what I will 
do. 

Lys. Who waits without there ? [^Exit Lys. 

Queen. Now hold, my heart, for this one act of 
honour, 
And I will never ask more courage of thee- 
Once more I have the means to reinstate myself in- 
to my glory. 
I feel my love to Philocles within me 
Shrink, and pull back my heart from this hard trial. 
But it must be, when glory says it must : 
As children, wading from somelriver's bank, 
First try the water with their tender feet ; 
Then, shuddering up with cold, step back again. 
And straight a little further venture on. 
Till, at the last, they plunge into the deep. 
And pass, at once, what they were doubting long. 
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I'll make the experiment ; it shall he done in haste^ 
Because I'll put it past my power to undo. 

Enter at one door Ly simantes, a/ the other Phi- 
LOCLES, Celadon, Candiope, Floeimel, 
Flavia, Olinda, Sabina, the three Deputies, 
and Soldiers. 

Lys. In arms ! is all well, Philocles ? 

Phil. No, but it shall be. 

Queen. He comes, and with him 
The fever of my love returns to shake me. 
I see love is not banish'd from my soul ; 
He is still there, but is chain'd up by glory. 

Ast. You've made a noble conquest, madam. 

Queen. Come hither, Philocles : I am first to tell 
you, 
I and tny cousin are agreed ; he has 
Engaged to lay down arms. 

PM. 'Tis well for him he has ; for all his party, 
By my command, already are surprised. 
While I was talking with your majesty. • 

Cel. Yes, faith, I have done him that courtesy ; 
I brought his followers, under pretence ofguarding 
it, to a strait place, where they are all looped up 
without use of their arms, and may be pelted to 
death by the small infantry o'er the town. 

Queen. 'Twas more than I expected, or could 
hope ; 
Yet still I thought your meaning honest. 

Phil. My fault was rashness, but 'twas full of 
zeal: 
Nor had I e'er been led to that attempt. 
Had I not seen, it would be done without me : 
But by compliance I preserved the power. 
Which I have since made use of for your service. 

Qtieen. And which I purpose so to recompence — 
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Jjys. With her crown, she means; I knew 'twould 
come to it. \Aside. 

Phil. O heavens, she'll own her love ! 
Then I must lose Candiope for ever, 
And, floating in a vast abyss of glory, 
Seek and not find myself! 

Queen. Take your Candiope ; and be as happy 
As love can make you both. — How pleased I am. 
That I can force my tongue 
To speak words so far distant from my heart ! 

\_Aside. 

Cand. My happiness is more than I can utter ! 

Ijys. Methinks I could do violence on myself, for 
taking arms 
Against a queen, so good, so bountiful. 
Give me leave, madam, in my ecstasy 
Of joy, to give you thanks for Philocles. 
You have preserved my firiend, and now he owes 

not 
His fortunes only to your favour ; but, 
What's more, his life, and, more than that, his love. 
— I am convinced, she never loved him now ; 
Since by her free consent, all force removed. 
She gives him to my sister. 
Flavia was an impostor, and deceived me. \^Aside. 

Phil. As for me, madam, I can only say. 
That I beg respite for my thanks ; for, on a sudden. 
The benefit's so great,v it overwhelms me. 

Ast. Mark but the faintness of the acknowledg- 
ment. [ To the Queen, aside. 

Qtieen to Ast."] I have observed it with you, and 
am pleased. 
He seems not satisfied ; for I still wish 
That he may love me. 

Phil. I see Asteria deluded me. 
With flattering hopes of the queen's love, 
Only to draw me off* from Lysimantes. 
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But I will think no more on't. 

Tm going to possess Candiope, 

And I am ravish'd with the joy on't ! — ^ha ! 

Not ravish'd neither. 

For what can be more charming than that queen ! 

Behold how night sits lovely on her eye-brows. 

While day breaks from her eyes ! then a crown too. 

Lost, losl^ for ever lost ; and now 'tis gone, 

'Tis beautiful. \^Aside. 

Ast. How he eyes you still ! \To the Queen. 
Phil. Sure I had one of the fall'n angels' dreams ; 
All heaven within this hour was mine ! [^Aside. 
Cand. What is it, that disturbs you, dear ? 
Phil. Only the greatness of my joy. 
I've ta'en too strong a cordial, love. 
And cannot yet digest it. 
Queen. 'Tis done ! 

[^Clapping her hand on Asteria. 
But this pang more, and then a glorious birth. — 
The tumults of this day, my loyal subjects, * 
Have settled in my heart a resolution, 
Happy for you, and glorious too for me. 
First, for my cousin; tho', attempting on my person. 
He has incurr'd the danger of the laws, 
I will not punish him. 

Lf/s. You bind me ever to my loyalty. 
Queen. Then that I may oblige you more to it, 
I here declare you rightful successor. 
And heir immediate to the crown.— 
This, gentlemen, [2b the Deputies. 

I hope will still my subjects' discontents. 
When they behold succession firmly settled. 
Dep. Heaven preserve your majesty ? 
Queen. As for myself, I have resolved 
Still to continue as I am, unmarried. 
The cares, observances, and all the duties 
Which 1 should pay an husband, I will place 
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Upon my people ; and our mutual love 
Shall make a blessing more than conjugal, 

-"jAiid this the states shall ratiiy. 

Ijys. Heaven bear me witness,' that I take no joy 

. In the succession of a crown, . 
Which must descend to me so sad a way. 

\k'''y^ueen. Cousin, no more ; my resolution's past, 

• .^hich fate shall never alter, 

• . Phil. Then I am once more happy ; 

Edr, since none must possess her, I am pleased 

..\V;ith my own choice, 2«id will desire no more ; 
Fqy multiplying wishes, is a curse, 
Tliat keeps the mind still painfiilly awake. 

/ Queen. Celadon, 
Your care and loyalty hacve this day obliged me ; 
Biit how to be acknowledging, I know not, 1 

XJjnless you give the means. 

Cel, i was in hppe your majesty had forgot me; 

. therefore, if you please, ma^dam,.Kl only beg a par- 
don for having taken up arms ojace to-day against 

; you ; for I have a foolish kind of conscience, .which 
1 wish many of your subjiejcts had, that will not let 

• *me ask a recompence for my loyalty, when I know 
: I have been a rebel. 

Queen. Your modesty shall not seirve the turn ;i 
; 4 ask; something. 

'. ''\Gel. Then I beg, madam, you will command Flo- 
• . rirti^ never to be friends with me. 

. Flo. Ask again ; I grant that without the queen. 
But why are you afraid on't ? 

Qel. Because I am sure, as soon as ever you are, 
you'll marry me. 

jPfo. Do you fear it? 
Cel. No, 'twill come ^vith a fear. 
Flo. If you do, I will not stick with you for an 
oath. 

Cel. I require no oath till we come to churoh ; 

VOL. II. 2 G 
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imd then after the priest, I h(^e ; for I find it will 
be my destiny to marry thee. 

Flo. If ever I say a word after the black gentle^ 
man for thee. Celadon ■ 

Cel. Then, I hope, youH ^ve me leave to bestow 
a faithful heart elsewhere. 

Flo. Ay, but if you would have ohe, you must- . 
bespeak it, for I am sure you have none ready * 
made. 

CeL What say you, shall I m^ry Flavia ? 

Fh. No, she'll be too cunning for you. 

Cel. What say you to Olinda, then ? she's tall, 
and fair, and bonny. 

Flo. And foolish, and apish, and fickle. 

Cel. But Sabina there's pretty, and young, and 
loving, and innocent 

Flo. And dwarfish, and childish, and fond, and 
flippant. If you marry h^ sister, you will ^t may- 
poles ; and if you many her, you will get fairies to 
daiice about them/ 

Cel. Nay, then, the case is clear, Florimel ; if you 
take 'em all from me, 'tis because you reserve me 
ibr yourself. 

Flo. But this marriage is such a bugbear to me! 
much might be if we could invent but any way to 
make it easy. ! • 

Cel. Some foolish people have made it uneasy, 
by drawing the knot faster than they need ; but 
we that are wiser will loosen it a little. 

Flo. 'Tis true, indeed, there's some difference be- 
twixt a girdle and a halter. 

Cel. As for the first year, according to the laud- 
able custom of new-married people, we shall follow 
one another up into chambers, and down into gar- 
dens, and think we shall never have enough of one 
another. So far ^tis pleasant enough, I hope. 

Flo. But after that, when we begin to live like 
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husband and wife> and never come near one abo*- 
ther— What then, sir ? 

Cel. Why, then, our ovAy happiness must be to 
have one mind, and one will, Florimel. 

Flo. One mind, if thou wilt, but pr*ythee let ud 
have two wills ; for I find one will be little enough 
for me alone. But how, if those wills should meet 
and. clash. Celadon? 

Cel. I warrant thee for that ; husbands and wives 
keep their wills far enough asunder for ever meet* 
ing. One thing let us be sure to agree on, that is, 
never to be jealous, 

Fh. No ; but e*en love one another as long as 
we can ; and confess the truth when we can love 
no longer. 

Cel. When I have been at play, you shall never 
ask me what money I have lost. 

Flo. When I have been abroad, you shall never 
enquire who treated me. 

Cel. Itemy I will have the liberty to sleep all 
night, without your interrupting my repose for any 
evil design whatsoever. 

^ Flo. Item^ Then you shall lad me good-night be-^ 
fore you sleep. 

Cel. Provided always, that whatever liberties we 
take with other people, we continue very honest to 
one another. 

Flo. As far as will consist with a pleasant life* 

Cel: Lastly, whereas the names of husband and 
wife hold forth nothing, but clashing and cloying, 
and dullness and faintness, in their signification, 
they shall be abolished for ever betwixt us. 

Fh. And instead of those, we will be married by 
the more agreeable names of mistress and gallant 

Cel. None of my privileges to be infringed by 
thee, Florimel, under the penalty of a month of 
fasting nights. 
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Flo. None of nay privileges to be infiinged by 
thee. Celadon, under the penalty of cuckoldcmi. 

Cel. Well, if it be my fortune to be made a cuck- 
old, I had rather thou should'st make me one, than 
any one in Sicily ; and, for my comfort, I shall have 
thee oftener than any of thy servants. 

Flo. Look ye now, is not such a marriage as good 
as wenching. Celadon ? 

Cel. This is very good ; but not so good, Florimel. 

Queen. Now set we forward to the assembly. — 
You promise, cousin, your consent ? 

Lys. But most unwillingly. 

Queen. Philodes, I must beg your voice too. 

PMl. Most joyfully I give it. 

I/ya. Madam, but one word more ; — 
Since you are so resolved. 
That you may see, bold as my passion was, 
*Twas only for your parson, not your crown ; 
I swear no second love 
Shall violate the flame I had for you. 
But, in strict imitation of your oath, 
I vow a single life. 

Queen. Now, my Asteria, my joys are full ; 

{To Asteria. 
The powers above, that see 
The mnocent love I bear to Philocles, 
Have given its due reward ; for by this means 
The right of Lysimantes wUl devolve 
Upon Candiope ; and I shall have 
This great content, to think, when I am dead. 
My crown may fall oh Philocles's head. 

[Eoieunt. 
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EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY 

A PERSON OF HONOUR. 

Our poet^ something doubtful of his fate^ 

Made choice of me to be his advocate^ 

Relying on my knowledge in the laws ; 

And 1 as bol(Uy undertook the cause. 

I lefl my client ponder in a rant^ 

Against the envious^ and the ignorant^ 

Wlio are, he says, his only enemies : 

But he condemns their mialice, and defies 

The sharpest of his censurers to say. 

Where there is one gross fault in idl his play. 

The language is so fitted for each part. 

The plot according to the rules of art. 

And twenty other things he bid me tell you ; 

But I cried, E'en go do't yourself for Nelly.* 

Reason with judges, urged in the defence 

Of those they would condemn, is insolence ; 

I therefore wave the merits of his play. 

And think it fit to plead this safer way. 

If when too many m the purchase sbaDe> 

Robbing's not worth the danger nor the care ; 

The men of business must, in policy, 1 

Cherish a little harmless poetry, > 

All wit would else grow up to knavery. j 

Wit is a bird of music, or of prey ; 

Mounting, she strikes at all things in her way. 

But if this birdlime once but touch her wings. 

On the next bush idle sits her down and sings. 

I have but one word more ; tell me, 1 pray. 

What you will get by damning of our play ? 

A whipt fanatic^ who does not recant, 

Is» by nis brethren, called a suffering saint ; 

And by your hands should this poor poet die. 

Before he does renounce his poetry, 

• The epUogue appears to have been spoken by Nell Gwynn. 
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His death must needs confinn the party more^ 
Than all his scribbling life could do before : 
Where so much zeal does in a sect appear, 
'Tis to no purpose^ 'faith, to be severe. 
But t'other day, I heard this rhyming fop 
Say^ — Critics were the whips, and he the top ; 
For, as a top spins more, the more you baste her, 
SO| every lash you give^ he writes Uio faster. 



PROLOGUE, 

6P0KBK BT 

MES BOUtELL TO THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 
IK man's clothes. 



The foUofmng prologue and evUogue occur in tJie " Coveni^Garden 
DroUery^ a pubUcation which contains original copies of several 
of Dn/aen^s jvgUive pieces. They appear to have been spoken 
upon occasion of the male characters tn ** The Maiden Queen" 
being represented by female performers. From our author's con^ 
nectton both with the play and with Mrs Reeves, who spoke the 
epilogue f it is probable he wrote both that and the prologue; and 
iJkerSfbre (although not much worth preserving) we have here add' 
ed them. From the reference to Ravenscrqfi's play of" The Ci- 
tizen turned Gentleman," in the last line c^the epJogue^ it vaould 
seem the prologue and epilogue were written ana spoken in 1672. 

Women, like us, (pasung for meo,) you'll cry, 
Presume too much upon your secrecy. 
There's not a fop in town, but will pretend 
To know the cheat himself, or by his friend ; 
Then make no words on't, gallants, 'tis e'en true. 
We are condemn'd to look and strut, like you. 
Since we thus freely our hard fate COTifess, 
Accept usy these bad times, in any dress. 
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You'll fiiftl the firw«et on't : now old patitaloons T 
Will go AB feat Bs, formerly^ new gowns ; > 

And from your own cafit wigs^ expect no frownsk J 
The ladies we shall not so easily please ; 
They'll 8ay,*^What impudent bold things are these^ 
That dareprovoke> yet cannot do us rights 
Like men^ with huffing looks^ that dare not fight ?-~ 
But this reproach our courage must not daunt ; 1 
The Itf avest soldier may a weapon want ; > 

Let her that doubts us still send her g^ant j 

Ladies, in us you'll youth and beauty find : 
All things-i^but one— according to your mind : 
And when you^ eyes and ears are feasted here^ 
£ise upj and make out the short meal elsewhere. 



EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY 
MRS REEVES TO THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 

IN MAN^S CLOTHES. 

What think youy sirs^ was't not all well enough ? 

Will you not grant that we can strut and huff? 

Men may be proud ; but faith^ for aught I see^ 

They neither walk^ nor cock^ so well as we ; 

And^ for the fighting part^ we may in time 

Grow up to swagger in heroic rhyme ; 

For though we cannot boast of equal force, 

Yet> at some weapons^ men have still the worse. 

Why should not then we women act alone ? 

Or whence are men so necessary grown ? 

Out's are so old^ they are as good as none. ^ 

Some who have tried them, if you'll take their oaths. 

Swear they're as arrant tinsel as their clothes. 

Imagine us but what we represent^ 

And we could e'en give you as good content* 



} 
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Our fiioefl, 8b^p68«— dl's better than you se^] 
And for the rest^ they want as much as we. 
Oh^ would the higher powers be kind to us^ 
And grant us to set up a female house 1 
We'll make ourselves to please both sexes then>«- 
To the men women^ to toe w<»nen men. 
Here^ we presume, our 1^^ are no ill sight. 
And they will give you no ill dreams at night : 
In dreams both sexes may their passions ease^ 
You make us then as civil as you please^ 
This would prevent the houses joining too. 
At which we are as much displeased as you ; 
For all our women most devoutly swear. 
Each would be rather a poor actress here. 
Than to be made a Mamamouchi* there. 



} 



* Alluding to IthTencroft*s plaj of '* The Citizen turned Gentlenum,*' acted at 
the Duke's House in 1672. See VoL IV. pp. 346. 356-7. 



END OF THE (SECOND VOI^UME. 
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